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To the HonouRABLE 


PorHAMu Conwar, Eſq; F 


Poetical Dedication is one of thoſe 
Accidents, | had a!moſt ſaid Dif- 
eaſes, which few Pe: ſons of extra- 
ordinary Merit and Fott ne can 
eſcape, eſpecially in this Town: 
Soon or late it fixes on the moſt 


conſpicuous, and too often detaces the Becuties 


which it touches. The n that uſter in 
molt Addreſſes of this nature, ſufficiently ſhe w, 
that they are thought a Trouble even by thoſe 
who preſume to make them. It may then well 
feem itrange, that | ſhould own this, and at the 
ſame time dare to approach in that very man- 
ner a Perſon for whom I would expreſs the 
greateſt Reſpeq. Yet, dir, theſe Couliderath- 


ons, inſtead of deterring me from the Auewpr, 
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4 * The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
V are perhaps the chief luducements that embolden 

me to make it: For you are of too generous and 
obliging a Temper, and too great a Favourer | 

of the Muſes in general, and more particularly 

of Dramatick Performances, nor to be expos'd 

to the Danger of having ſome of them forc'd 
upon you by way of Dedication, beyond a Poſſi- 

bility of eſcaping ſuch a Compliment. There- | 
fore, Sir, I flatter my ſelf with the Thoughts of | 
having a berter pretence to do you that civil Vio- | 
lence, than many others, who perhaps would | 

not uſe ou ſo gently, but wou'd rudely invade 

your Oharacter, and put you to more pain than 
my tender ReſpeQ will ſuffer me to do. For | 
"tis. but too common with ſome Authors in a | 
manner to diſſect their Patrons, and read tedious | 
Lectures over every individual Qualification. 
Now, Sir, | am not inclin'd to run into ſuch a | 
Fault: My Zeal may indeed make me afraid of | 
ſaying too little, but my Concern for the Satiſ- | 
faction of the Perſon to whom | write, makes 
me till more fearful of being thought guilty of 
ſaying too much ; if yet too much can ever be | 
ſa:d of ſuch Merit as ſeems above the reach of 
Flattery. Praiſe is a Tribute due to Virtne, and 
acceptable even to the higheſt Powers: We offer 
up our lucenſe, and they ſhower down their Bleſ- 
fings. But a vulgar and unskilful hand ſome- l 
times profanes the Rites it would perform, and 

no common Expteſſions can illuſtrate uncom- 
mon Defſeit. Shou'd I ſay, that wherever you 
appear, you captivate the Hearts of one Sex, and 
raiſe the Envy and Admiration of the other; Fi 
t would be but What is univerſally own'd, tho' 
* no mote than what has been ſaid to many: And | 
ſnou'd 1 wave your outward Graces, to ſpeak of || 
2 . thoſe, nobler Accompliſhments of your _ | 


1 
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- The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 7 
that only wait Occaſions to fignalize your Life 
by a Genius peculiar to your. illoftrious Family, 
I could do little more than enumerate the Endow- 
ments of the living Ornaments and ſpringing 
Hopes of their Country. For tho' moſt Men 
have Diſcernment enough to admire, very few 
have Capacity to commend. In an extraordinary 
Subject, | would ſay ſomething new and worthy 
of it; but, in ſo beaten a path as Panegyric, *tis 
next to impoſſidle to make Diſcoveries ; and lit- 
tle more than to give a new turn to old Thoughts 
is what can be done, even by Maſters of Wit 
and Oratory. Thus, Sir, I pleaſe my ſelf with the. 


Hopes of being the more excuſable in not aiming 


at that Theme; ſince, after all, the greateſt Artiſts 
might be reduc'd to ſpeak like the reſt of the 
World, that would do Juſtice to your Character. 
Befides, ſome ſhining Truths, as well as Merit, 
ſet off to advantage, are like thoſe ſparkling Dia- 
monds which ſo much exceed the common mag- 

nitude, that they are ſometimes ſuſpected of not 
being what really they are. So blind ſome Peo- 

ple are, not to contider, that a noble Soul looks 
moſt like her ſelf in a gracetul Habitation. Cer- 
tainly, Sir, had yuurs been to have cheſen her 
Dwelling, ſhe cou'd not have pitch'd on one 
more worthy ſnch a Gneft. A tranſient Sight of 
ſuch PerteQions may create Envy, but even that 
Envy mult convert it ſelf to Eſteem and Love 
upon a nearer View: For that Diſcretion, that 
Prudence which ſecures you from the dangerous 
Attacks of infinuating Detigners, when join'd 


with your ſwceiitets of } emper, and other Qua- 
lificatious, muſt blunt the Darts of the mult re- 


pining Malice. The Judgment that attends your 
kind D ſpoſition to Oblige, never hinders it from 
becoming a dittuſive Good, and only ns 

the 


2 7 


8 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

the Faronrs you beſtow, by your Modeſty 
in concealing , them, Fortune is more obli- 
ged to. you, than you. to her. She has been 
thought one of thoſe noble Prodigals, who had 
cather be laviſh of their Gifts than juſt in the Pay- 
ment of theit Debis; bat. we mult ceaſe to accuſe. 
ber of Blindneſs, when we ſee how deſetvedly 
ſhe has heap'd her Favours on you, May you 
live to poſſeſs em long, and thoſe richer Hleſ- 
ſings, thoſe native and. acquic'd Treaſures that fo 
ſingularly ſer em off; and may you ever believe 
me to be, what I am ambitious of appearing, 


Wow 4 
i 2 Your moſt Humble and 
| moſt Obedient Servant, 


PzTER MoTTEVEH, 
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CES TE wes 1 O' Mr. Fletcher's Iddand Prins 
15 ceſs was frequently: acid of old, 
a revived twelve Years ago, with 
ROSS ome Alterations," the Judicious 
ſtem d fatisfy'd that it wou d hardly have 
been reliſbed now on the Stage. As I found it 
not unfit to be made what we here call, an 
Opera, I undertook: to reviſe it, hut not as I 
won d have done, had I daſigu'd a corre Play. 
Let this at once ſatisfy the Modern Critics, and 
the zealous Admirers of Old Plays; for [nes 
ther intended to make it regular, mor 10 keep 
in all that [lik'd in the Origin, but only what 
1 thuught fit for my Purpoſe ; and the Succeſs 
has anſwer d my Intent, far beyond Expectati- 
on. Hywever, I am not willing to attribute 
it to my ſelf, but chiefly to the Excellency of 
the Muſical Part, What Mr. Daniel Purcel 
has ſet is ſo fine, that as he ſeem inſpir'd with 
his Brother's wonderful Genius, it cannot but 
be equally admir d. The Notes of the Interlude 
ſet by Mr. Clarke have Air and Humour that 
crown 


and Kurbrßafict 
ro thank bim for 


Singing. 


Primed before Beauty i 


10 To the Reaper. 

crown them with Applauſe : And the Dialogae 
which Mr. Leverrdge 
li wht ## enjagt me 
my Words with bis 
Compoſition, as much as for his celebrated 
Nor muſt Iumit Ari Paie's admir- 
erformance, which, with Mr. Leve- 


fo, ave #00 per:, 


able 


ridge's, gives LN to the whole Entertain 
went. 


3 ſhould now ſay ſomething i in anſwer to two 
tate Books, in whith the. Diſconrſe about the 
Lowfalneſs and Uniawfulnefs of the Stage, 
in Diftreſs, is examined : 
but I am too muth ongug d in other Matters 
d my Friend and my felf that Faſftice ad 
Freſenst. Tet if the doubting Gentleman will 
be pleas'd to meet the Book 
bey any Priend of 
bis, that the Diſcourſe' was really Engliſh'd, 
n mention i . 
The Dialogue in the fourth 4b forald beve 
been ſung in the fir Entertainment, which, 
at well as the laft, is not very proper for that 


fellers and Meg 
and I can convince bim, or 
Was 


Place; nor won'd bave ies em appear thes,, 
| r as improper te be metiond 


no 


$4 


Sa =SS 


re. ed 6 | 


And, in Return, we freely venture: 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. rell 


3 5 Es, ſos Joy, are uſeleſs grave 


8% © 
The 71 but clog, vhe leſl er ſave a Play; 
Yet, ſince for hum nouns. Nag moſt you long, 
I Before this Play wellbave 4 Ballad ſung. 
- ns n 5 Bug we 


The juſt Reſped to mighty Names you | flew, 
Think fit t acquaint you, that, 'tis humbly own'd, 


He ran bis Structure on fam Flote her n Growsd, 
This known, we hope welve lite now ta drẽ,r 
Tull ſpare the Living, lefÞ you, wrong the Dead. 
Perhaps too, when you know: we have own Pen 

At our own Coft i'adorn theſe Suna to. Day... 

In Pity to the Play ro, you'll kindly. nfe- the. Plays. 
Left by our Rulers for our ſelves s fixrogy. 

When our faint hopes could ſcarce.ba len ahve, 
Tho' by Miifortune dann d, we by * 
Your gen rt Pity won'd not lea un b 


2 


[Exit, 


Enter 


* nde who ſings the olowing * —— any 


- 
. 


F Ou've 6 with dull Rites here banter d ſo long, 
9. 47155 nothing, or leſs than a deng. 
| Ballad this time we thought fit ; 
By tbo mays he Sn line 
* _ Then Ladies be hind, N 
A Gentlemen m,; © 
Wit-Carpers, PETTY 
 Flay-Sharpers, Ds 
Loud Bullies, : ret 
Tame Culltes, | & 1 
Sour Gromblers, 
4 Wench-Bumblers, | 
Give Far ev'ry Man / 
Mobb'd Sinners 
* Pinners, — 


Kepe Toppers, 


High Fliers, 
Pit. P 

Bo fil, if you can! | we. 
ere h fo dn he Yen. 


E gib des Gallas whom the Pulgar call Beaux, 
Aumirers of Self, and nice Fudge: of Clothes, 
Whe, now the War's over, croſs boldly the Main, 
Tie ne er were at Sieges, unleſi at Compiegne; 

4 Spare all the Stage, 
. Love in every Age. 
| - Towng Turtles, 

1 Mi Rattles, 


1 Pas. baren, 
3 Mail- Fleerers, 
* Old Coafters, 


Love Boaſiers, 


Y 
4 
1 
4 


PROLOGUE. 13 


Who ſet up for Truth ! 
 Toung Graces, © 
| Black Faces, 
Some faded, 
Some jaded, 
3 
And Others A 
M vs yet a Gu,- werb, 2 
ges 14s at "that in Winter, you'd all ac in Truth, + 


Ye Gallery-haunters, who loye' lie ſnug, 
And munch Apples or Cakes while ſome Neighbour *. a 
Ye Meier Genteels, who above us. all, ſity” 


And look down with contempt on, the Mob in the Pit; 


Here what you like . 


Fi. Song, and the veſt. 
Free Laughers, 


* # 


| ha. Be » 13k 43 


By 
Your Cuſtom don't break. 


Sly Spouſes, * | 
With Blowzes, 


a” Free foes. OG 7 oh LG 
A* 8 N I Cor ners, 35030 7 12420 SH9 r 1 a 4 
1 | 
Db 4 281 | Save Poets;. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


* 2 v. 5 „ 


Armuſie, « Noble Rar Mr. Powrlt.” 
Ruidias, General of che Poreagweſe in thy Wau 
| Mr. Mills. 
the Spice-Ilands, 
© Pienero, a Portugueſe Officer d Friend, Mr. Thomas. 


. IH 
© 20 Wy 


7 King ot [idore, 4 4. Mr. Evans. 
The Governor, or Tyrant 1 
of le: nate, F Er, Johnſon. 
King of bakam, * Mr. Flock. 
Prince of Syana, 3 Mr. Kent. 
i - WOME N. 
1 Duiſara, the King of Tidore' Sister, Mrs. Rogers. 
1 Panura, one of her Women, IP 7% Mis. Milkin. 
: | 3 daga, Officers Sana, Guard and 
| 4 | Attegthins, 
80 EN E, "hs Spins. 
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ACT. I. SCENB * . 


3 


The Emrance to the Temple in it 
„ 


4 


Bauer FOR Emanuel, Sola, ned tue cit W 
gueſe Gentlemen. 


E' RE now in thoſe delicious Eaſtern 
N Climes, 
Where ev'ry Wind diffuſes bakny 
| Sweets. 

Tbe Treaſure of the Sun dwell here; 
. each Tree, 
As if it envy'd the old Paradiſe, 
Stri ves to bring forch immortal Fruit. The Spices,” 
* Nature, can 8 ber Beauties 7 
B 2 'Uncaicned 


16 The IS TAM DV PRINCESS; er, 
— in the Grave. The very Rivers, as we float 
aeg, | | 
"Throw up nes Peat; The Fant l cord in 
SB 1. oo GIS Fg EI of oe 
Teems with the Birth of Gems, and dazling Riches: 
Nothing that bears a Life but brings a Treaſure. 
Em. To wander with us, Sir, you left betimes 
'Your Country, tho* the Darling of its Court. . 
Arm. We Portugueſe with caſe now journey thro” 
the Globe: : 
New Worlds diſcloſe their Beauties and their Prides to 


« 


© our Embraces, | 
And we the firft of Nations find theſe Wouders. 
But of em all this Iſland boaſts the greateſt; _ _ 
"A Princefs whom all Nature's bleſſings grace: 
The very Sun, I think, reſpects her Charms, 
Nor dares affect em with the common Gloom. 
Em. So lately landed, and already ſtruck! Beware, 
— "Armuſia. 3 6th | « — _ 3 2 * 
Arm. Your Counſel comes too late Lets find the 
TI 1.02A 
Our Countryman Ruidias. 
So. Tis rumour'd, Sir, he loves her. 
Arm. Ha !-—-Yet I muſt on in ſpite of Reaſon's 
laws; | | | 
He meanly loves, whom fancied Diſtance awes : 
Like a bright Star, ſhe's fix'd and ſhines on high, 
But love has Wings, and to her Orb TII fly. [Exeunt, 


f EET” Enter Piniero, Chriſtophero. 
ini oeh on (19, Vos RK 

if Chri. Youre early here, Piniere. 

1 Pini. Not ſo early, Sit, 4H 

{| Bur I've already ſeen our Watch teliev d, 
And bid our: Guards be careful of their Charge. 
The Fort is all our Strength in theſe Spice-Iſtand:. 

Cbri. And ſure our common Safet 

Requires ſtrit Watch upon our treacherous Neighbours.” / 
ini. Their late Auempt is yer too freſh among us, ( 
In which againſt the Laws of Arms and Nations, ; 


52 — len 4.2.3 


ETA ZS My 


TI 
Tl 
He 
Is 


$i 


The 


8. 
Ss : 


the Generous PORTUGUESE. 
The Governor of Ternate ſciz'd by Stealth 
This Iſland's Monarch, our coufedetate King, 
While for Diverſion coaſting in his Barge. 

Cbri. His Royal Siſter, the admir'd Qui ſara, 
Has thew'd a noble Mind, and tend'reſt Love 
To her unhappy Brother, and the nobler, 
Becauſe: bis Fall would raiſe her to the Throne. 

Pini. Such Charms and Virtue with juſt Admiration, 
Have robb'd the neighbouring Courts, and fill'd her 

Palace | 
With Royal Suitors------- 
Our General is among em too, and has the Start, tis 

thought. 

Chr;. But have you ſeen Armuſi a. 

The handſome Portugueſe arriv'd here lately? 
I fear he'll ſpoil his Game, Piniero. 

Pini. A Man of noble Promile, | 
Without Reſerv'dneſs grave, and doubtleſs valiant, 

For he that dares come hither, dares fight any where 
But hold— | | 

We're in the Palace of the Iſtand, 

Not our own Fort. D'ye mark theſe Preparations ? 

Thoſe Doors lead to the Temple, where the Princeſs 

Has ſummon'd all her Lovers to aflemble ; 

But to what Purpoſe we are yet to learn. 

Chri. But who are chief? | | 1409314 

Pini. That ſwelling Vanity, the King of Bahn 
The next Sana s Prince: but, what's the gteateſt Wonder. 
The baughty Governor, our Enemy, if v7, 
He that ſurpriz d the King, to gan the Siſter, - 

Is under formal Hoſtages arriv'ds 


Enter Armuſia, and bit Companions. 


Pini. You're welcome to Tidore, Sir. 
Know there is nothing in our Power to ſerve you, 
But you may freely challeuge. 7 
Arm. Sir, we thank you, and reſt your Servants. 
. Ch: i. Brave Armuſſa, you never ſaw this Court before: 
Bur hark, the Signals given, and ſee the Pageants enter. 
B 3 Euter 


* "op I PrMenTs; * 


Enter the Ting of Bakajes; Spang; and Goninon with 


their reſpective Attendants, ** 


Arm. Theſe ſure are diners, 
Pini. And Princes. 0 
Arm. What may he be that bears ſo proud a Port? 


Pini. The King of Bakam, Sir, a mere Barbarian 


This is Syand's Prince - and that che Govet nor, 
Who ſeiz d the King, and keeps him Triſonert 

Ba. Away, ye Irifles; . 
Am I in Competition with ſuch Toys 
Sy. You ſpeak loud, Sir. 
Ba. Young Man, I will ſpeak louder. 
Can any Man but I deſerve her Fayour 2 
Ye py 5-40) 1:0 

hou proud vain Thing, kia, W f 


FA I contemn Thee, and that Tor- keeping Fellow. 


. Ha! 


Ba. Keep thy Rank, Thin 8 wich thy own petty Peers 3 | 


Call out the Princeſs. 
Go. Doſt thou know me, Bladder ? 
Art thou acquainted with my Natute ? 
_ cauſt thou merit? 
. Merit! l'm above it. 
os s my Servant, Fortune is my Slave. 
I flight'ye, Inſects: had not the vain People 
| — Tiles on ye, I ſhou'd forget your Names. 
"RO Sir, talk leſs, that Men may think youu can ds 
more. 
Ba. 1 can talk and do- 
Itell you, only I deſerve the Princels, 
And make good, only I; if you dare, you, 
Or you, Syana's Prince. | 
Sy. Here lies my Proof. | 
Go. IU be ſhort with you 


* 


The Gebe bo I. 


The Temple opens, an Aber is diſcovered, and Prieſts 


near it. Enter Ruidias, 9 in ne in 
ber Attendants. 


Rui. For Shame forbear, ye Priuces, rule. your An- 


Yoo de che Freedom of this Place, | 

The State and Royalty 1 
Go. He's well content, I (ce, fo I 25 done. 
Qui. You wrong me, and my dia contentious 

Princes. 

Comes. your Love dreſt in Violence to ſeek us? 

Is' fir our Palace, and this ſacred Place 

Should be polluted with your bloody Rage ? 


2 


He that loves me, loves my Commands; be temperate, 


Or be no more hat yon _ my Servants. 7 
Omn. We ate calm as Peace. Pa 47 HE»! 40m 
Arm. What Command ſhe carxie ** 

And what a ſparklin Majeſty Ales flies 1 * berl. . 
Qui. Since you're for Action, 1 ſhall find you Danger, 

Bur not this way: Tis not this mean Contention | 

Among your ſelves, not Courtſhip to my Face, 

Who beſt can love, or who can flatter moſt, t,, 

Shall gnide my my Choice; he that will rar fn, | 

Muſt win me with his Meritt 
Omn. Propoſe the way. 


Qui. Firſt 1 ſhall call our Gods a witnl what Ito 


mile, 
Now give me hearing. Ti well Lnown to you, 
The-King my Brother is Pris'ner to this Man, 
Were 1 ambitious, there I'd let him die, 
And wear his Crown; but Greatneſs cannot tempt me 
To forget Nature, and 4 King's Diſtreſs. 
Therefore the Man that wou d be known my 133 
Muſt firſt redeem my Brother, or ſeck another Miſtreſs. 
Arm. Divine Creature 
Chri. A dangerous Task; how the ſand ally 
Qui. I grant ye, this will be no — "<p 
* * Reward is certain L Ruidias cold! 


Ut: Perhaps 


» 
5 , 


19 
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I hate both you, your Country. and your Lore. 


au The 4% ep ——— oy 


Perhaps you doubt me, Princes. 

He that will free the wir, thera my Husband. 

By that moſt brig 

Before theſe bats — I here proclaim it. 

No ſtirring yet? [She looks on Roidies. 
Rui. If, Madam, to attempt this royal Keſcue 


Thro all . of Danger, 


Might crown your Hope, 1 bad not foſt this Minute 
But here, where Conduct muſt keep pace with Courage,” 
The. ſtarting fiery Will is rein d an n, 
To judgment's ſſower march. 

Qui. Take your own Method, 

Ba. Madam, believe him bete, I'll raiſe an 8 
Sball ings him to you, Iftand, Fort and all, 
And fix it hete 

Sy. What may be, Madam, 

And what my Power can Promile, 1 engage. 

Gov. Ha! Ha! 
Madam, their Power and Ty are al tod weak, 
'Tis only in my Will to give your Wiſhes. 
1 ſerz'd your Brother to ſecute you mine. 
Then thus the Treaty's finifhr; Take your Prifbizer,” 
And make me yours, cloſe Prifoner to theſe Arms: 
Say bur the Word, Brother fall be render 
Quick as your Wifhes. | 

Qui. Ae baſe Raviſher, n 


— 


Heav'n knows how dear! _ his Liberty zl 
But e er l wou'd fo baſely buy his Freedom, | 
Fd ſtudy to forget he was my Brother. 
By force you took him; he that wou'd W 
Mull fe ch him back by Force, ot ne er | fucceed. 
Arm. Noble Spirit! 
Gov. Be wiſe, and uſe me hetrer. 


Qui. I fay by Force, and — return, die, T 


Atid gfad we havekepr Faith for your lafe Paſlage. 
Gov. How's this? 
Pini. Vour hopes are great, good Governor. 
Gov. Am then made a Property? 

II check this Pride. This Neglect of me. 


red Shrine, I ſwcar, _ 


Shall 


5» 


VS. i 


ow 
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And 1 would die ten thouſaud thouſand Deaths 3 


the Generous Poiruconni. D 
Shall coſ our Brecher der.. 
For, as all n wow” Pre us'd n like « Ting; SR 
Baked n jig Ned fe be Coll 
nels and lin or his Cor 
And let me fee Ned aa his Reſcue⸗ Nas 
Farewel: And when you find him thus, lament em 
Scorn. 
Nay, I ſhall make you kneel to cake my Offer. 
Exit Governor. 
Qui. Provokitig luſolence! he dares you; Princes. 
ey No. oh now concern d. TY join your 
wers; 


When Majeſty's tus wrong d All rid mou d rerenge- 
Oh chat I were a Man to lead you on, 
To free a King, and puniſh that Barbatian n A 
That Tyrant, who by tteach'tous Force wou d gain 
What ev'n ang * 9 — can ſcatce 4 in 

[ Exit a with ber Train an 
Rui. We muſt Ae apd (} "_ ' Wa with 5 
Gentlemen: © „ x. Rafi, Chriſt, and Pin. 


4d 511 AG 
Manęnt Armuſta, Emanuel, an Soſa. 
e. Nw, Sr, you Tabdas you wete char, * 
Arm, O Soſa, O Ene! TRE 
So. What now? N Ee 
Arm. This Captive King! Whatan Aalen A 


' Would this'be to pur forwards, Friends! What” FP! 


Emi. And bahn everlaſting Wealth to.crown it! - 
Arm. To ſtep into t while they are thinki 
So. Sir, tis tmpoſlible; the Fort's impr 


mw No more, way 7c} me not, e rule in 
is. 


So. If it muſt be----" 
Arm. Stay not for ſecond Thoughs—Oht 4 She's an 
A 
At 3 attempt: out ve Fate 
Will ſometimes be the Theme of het Diſcourſe, 


2 


To have her talk of me 66s 
Love, Love with all his Fires 1 ſhot bimſalf 


i 
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nto my Soul, and Urges ois dare... 4 d Tio Us 


Scud we 4 8 ſt is the Reward! | — 
Come * 1 x. ſuch *, Os e 


eee ow d. 


# * 1808 
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410 Fault aan the Cafe.” bs 24 4 


Tater Armas, Sofs, Enid, and two more 50 
Fuiſe, ** of em with lighied Matches. 4 


hp: UR | roſperonus Paſſag was "7 uch Omen, 
O0 The ae Wind ſtrove which ſhould 
” moſt befriend us, 
Wet] lies our Boat ? 


do. Sa 27 Med. wi bin the Koa; behind che Enemy's 
aft 


Arm 1 Merchants Habits wo. have: done us 
ſervice: 


Vnqueſtion 'd thus I've n K. the Town, 


Viewed alf the Tyrant“ Magazines j Sw ge 
Ev'n of the Priſon, 


Where &$ King's. dungeon d, and, the Power chat 


, 90 ou attempt ſtrong _—_— 
Arm. pra 15 - beſides, a Mouarch's fac; 


or 
Ye loſe or _ there's no retiting now. 
Thus far our Game holds fair, as Merchants we 


Have hir'd this Vault, and ſftow'd hole l Wares, 
That ſoon will blow i: up. 


Em. The Trains ate laid, Sir. 


— 


75 
+ 
io 


* 
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| tbo dere Porst. N 
Arm. Come nearer theti, © r 

That no falſe Ear may reach us; oer this Vault 

The Caſtle ſtands, where the proud Governor 

Has ſtor'd his Arms und Treaſure ; next to that 

The Priſon where the injur'd King is kept. 

The kite I've brought ſhall break out into Flames, 

That all the Iſland ſhall ſtand wound ring ar. 

When the Town's toll of Fright, raves tor 14 

To quench the Flames, . wet the _ 

And puth for he King's Reſcue 

So. Fortune ſpeed as! x 

Arm. Lec us be watiby of it 558 our —. 

And ſo take leave, but keep ſtill wachin ſigbt, 

Till che Flames riſe, then meet to do or die. 

Fail not, dear Fire ; and Powder, hold your Nature, {A 

By uſetul Miſchiefs nobly tiumph here! 2 

Redeem a King, and ſerve a matchleſs Fair, 7 

Aſſiſt my Love, and nlake oe happy Pair. 

——— ſroeralh. 


schu, the Town of Ternate, 


"Enter Governor, and one of bis Captains. 
W nv, "oh Captain, for he Troops, we need em 


The Coon is ſtrong enough 10 to ſtand their uries, 
D'ycthiak they date dtrempr to free che 15 1 
Cap. Perhaps by Treaty, 
Bur ſure by Forcezhey, will nx, prove | ſo forward. 
Gov. Well, wow'd 'PrafthePriactls; 1 muſt have her, 
In ſpire of all ber 1 — Hark ! What's that; 
IAnoiſe n beard li ethe ſpringing of a Mine. 

That Noiſe there, it went with a violence. ©, | 
City. Some Wall, helfe, Sit, is fallen ſuddenly. 
[Within] Fire, Eire! 
Gov. 1 eat ander Tune; tis loud and Greadfül. 
Look * into the Town, bow bright che Air ſbe ws! 

A - [Exit Cap. 


Upon 
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* my 5 1207510 ſudden Fire+The Bell too. 


Sr? vids e 77s 11.4690 x; (Jes eee ne 
2271 3 9 q 201 5 32 * 
A1 0 Enten l Citiras. ff 1, S 161% 085 
; 117 F KK. A . 11 4 ” 
1 Cit. Fire, Furl, $35 A810 deiii 35% 1 4 r 19 0 
Gov. Where? Where? trial. uli abr be 


1 Cit, Suddenly taken in a Merchate's Vault, Sir, 8 
K blazes fearfully! Heap, ps hood mens ©; Irv ay 


Re-enter Coptain. 50/1 $0166-3614 - «<6 


* 


990 RE by 


Cap. Your Magazine _ Troy mor hep help, 60. 


denly, 1 
All will be loſt. 7 14. 5 11 312 9t) a 
Gov. Raile all the Garriſon, 6 eee | 


Emer another Citizen. 


"aw? The Thins 8 help, 3 dear Citizens, | 


Freedom and Wealth to them that "or 
Fling Wine, fling any thing, I'll ſee it i recompens' 
I Exeunt amnes. 


8 J * 
A F. 8. * * 1 4 


TT Enter 2d Citizes. 


— 1 1 : 4% 
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2. Fire, Fire! Wbar, my Brats WB ſtill about 
me get you gone 50 young . Fes 80, 1 


1 1 
b (1 # 2 9 
2 n * 4 


27 t 1 10 "Enter, $i Chien 4 


ee Lonjth | Ty 
Tx deadly fem xp ce ith. kas 


. Oh. Neighbour, run, fe your Goods, your 


Houſe is a Fire. 
3. 200 , Tre gs che e Key in n Focke. 
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SCENE changes to 4 Priſon, and 4 Proſpeæ of 
| Fire. 


Enter Armaſia and his Company breaking open a Door. 


Arm. So, thou art open, keep the Way dear behind 
ſtill, 


| Now for the Place where the King lies. 


Em. 'Tis here, Sir. 
Arm. Force open the Door ; quick, while the Guards 
are ſcatter d. 
All's in Diſorder the Fire rages on 
Oh *tis a glorious Blaze---Ha! a miſerable Object! 
[ The King is diſcover d. 
Yet by his manly Face he ſhews a King, 
King. Why ſtare ye on me? 
You cannot put on Faces to afftight me, 
In Death I'm ſtill a Kin 
Arm. Quick, break Ye Chain, 
[They take off bis Chains, and put a Sword 
into bis Hand. 
Oh barbarous Wretches thus to uſe a Prince. 
King. What does this mean ? 
Arm. Sir, we are Friends, and come to ſet you free, 
King. Heaven, thou art gracious. 


Enter Guard. 


25 * the Guard! Charge em. | 
They fight two Parties of Guards, "who at 4 / . 
They fly; the Day is ours; the King is free. 4 


King. Thou gen'rous Stranger, what art thou ? Some 
Angel ſure. Fj 


Oh! if thou art a Man, let me 3 thee: 
Command my Pow'r, my Life. 

Arm. Your Love; no more, Sir. 
But now let's hence; haſte to the Boat, 

| [They go with the King. 
" ' | They 


2 — rr 1 8 iT 1 
* , — . a . Ir : wo _— 4 
m r — 5 4 . . 4 , 
e 2 — 6 7 8 2 4 9 1 * . __ 2 
r — 8 . ns as. + 4 » Sx — "0M W n 2 < LI 
— e * a * ” ak Ga, * 1 
4 


$ 

5 
1 
+. 


26 Mie ls LAND PRINCEss. 

Then to Tidore, there, there is my Reward. re; 

| Suck a Reward ! Ob the Thoughts on't tranſport me. 
| Poſſeſs d of that, I ſhall think India poor. ha 
1 | There is no Wealth but ſhe: She's Crowns and Scep- 
= ters, | (2 21457 

FE Health, Freedom, Life, the Empire of the Globe; N. 

1 Nay, more, ſhe's--- ſhe's the Woman I adore, 8 
And with Armuſia that outweighs the World. [Exeunt. | jg, 
| a \ 


Enter ſeveral Townſmen. ta 


1 1. What, is the Fire out, or paſt the worſt yet? 
2. Lis out, Neighbour, but whether paſt the worſt 
1 or no, I know not. 1 never ſo beſtirr'd my (elf ſince 1 
=. was a Man: I have been burnt at both Ends like a 
W + Squib. I livdtwo long Hours in the Fire. The Flame | Th 
= | at laſt got down into my Throat, and broke out again Ah 
Idon't know where. I iry'd like a burnt Marrow-bone. | Sh 
nt | ----If they had not clapp'd in a dozen Buckets on this | Re 
W poodly Tenement of mine, I had flam'd up like any PI 
| | Tavern Buſh, and been one of the ſeven Stars by this Cre 
time, | 
3. Well, of all the ſeven Elements, ware Fire, ſay I. Th 
2. Seven Elements, quoth he! Why, you talk as if | 
the Fire had ſcar'd you out of your ſeven Senſes, . I tell 
you there are but four Elements: Water and Malt are 
two of em; and Fire and Brimſtone, the other. They've 
paſt thro*me a little too lately, I thank em. 
3. Hold, I ſay, there is a fifth Element, right Brandy. 


* 
n 


ul 2. Thou art drunk. 1 
RY 3. Right then, now I'm in my Element. =, 
ud 1. Ay, Neighbour, if cvery Man had wrought as you | ye 
Mi did | | Ane 


2. Why, 1 flole nothing, you flandering Cuckold Unl 
if you. Thar Son of a Batchelor is always back-biting a | ye 
=: Man to his Face. I'd bave you to know, 1 ſcorn your 

words. Tis well known I get my living at my Fin- | wh 
gers Ends, and that too I get out of the Fire, as a Man 


Way lay, 
"1 hg 3. How | 1, 


# 


W. 
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3. How many Rogues were then pretending to help 
remove Goods, and ran away with em. 

2. Ay, thoſe unconſcionable Rogues! I hate em; 1 


hate a Thief. | 


I. But is there not a deal of Damage done: 

2. Only ſome+ fix ſcore Houſes burnt, that's all, 
Neighbour----- | $247 2 
Come let's go home, and fright our Wives, for we 
look like Devils. Away! yo comes our Governor, 
a worſe Plague than the Fire, he bas Beams enough yer 
ſtanding to hang us all, [Exeart, 


Re-enter Governor. 


Gov. Fool'd with a Fire! Oh I cou d tear my Limbs ! 
The King is ſcap'd, fled, paſt Recovery, 
Ah, all my Hopes of Love and Greatnels loſt, 
Shall I give over then ? No, Spite, Ambition, 
Revenye, and fierce Love forbid it. Rather, 
I'll venture all, and, in Diſguiſe unknown, 
Crown my Foes Fortune, or retrieve my own, [Exit 


The Scene changes to the King's Palace in 


Tidore, thro' which is diſcover'd a Fleet 
of Ships of War. 


Enter Ruidias. 


Ruid. Love bids me dare, but Reaſon bids Delay. 
«Our Strength is now too fmall for ſuch a Siege, 
Yet I muſt on, the Princeſs fires my Soul, 
And tho” ſhe ſcems to favour my Addrefles, 
Unleſs I free the King 1 muſt deſpair. | 
Well then, I'll die, or do't- We'll now embark 3---- 


[Shouts at „ Diſtance. 
What means this Shout ? 


CG > | Euter 
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Pini. Where are you, Sir? Oh you're undone, pre- 


vented. 

The King's releas'd, he's coming in his Barge, 
That met him near the Port. 

Rui. Impoſſible! who ſhould redeem him ? 
The Princes ate all here. 

Pini. Tis done, Sir. 

Rui. It cannot be! Done! who dares do it? 

[Shout again. 


Enter Quiſara, Panura, and other Attendants. 


| A5 Can it be poſſible? The King returning! 
Freed by a Stranger ? Oh my fatal vow! 
Rui. Grief ſtrikes me dumb. 
Qui. I thought none but Ruidiascou'd have freed him. 
Is there another like him in the World ? | 
But Oh ! Surprize and Grief betray, me, and I loſe 
The Siſter's Gladneſs in the Lover's Sorrow. 
Oh Brother! cou'd I haye thought I ſhou'd have ſhed a 
„ Ws xo . 
For your Return, unleſs it were for Joy! 
Rui. Oh Princeſs! * 
Qui. The general Joy comes on, [Shout again. 
And I muſt meet it, but oh with what Comfort ? 


Enter: King attended with a numerous Train, Trumpets, 
Kettledrums and Muſic, Armulia, Sola, Emanuel, 
with bim; Bakam and Syana on each Side, with 
. #heir Attendants and Guards. 


King. Riſe my Siſter ! | 
I am not welcome yet till you embrace me. 

Qui. My Royal Brother! Oh I'm loſt in Pleaſure, 
To ſee you ſafe again. 

Rui. Sir, I rejoice to ſee you here reſtor'd, 
Bur muſt repine, chat 'twas not by my meaus: 


"I was 


Ae, 


Was 
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Twas a brave Deed, I envy him that did it: 

Yet had it miſs d, my Project had not fail d. 
King. I thank you, noble Sir, 1 know you love me. 
Ba. I have an Army, Sir, | 

That wou'd have ſcour d your Tyrant and his Country. 

I'm ſorry you're releas'd, and with you in your Dungeon 

again, 10 

That I might bring you bicher at my Army's Head. 
Ha. I have done nothing, Sir, an Fave fl think it 

Convenient to ſay little of what my Love deſigu d. 
Ning. I like your Modeſty----My generous Friends, 

I thank you all; 1 know it griev'd ye 

To hear my Miſery : But this Man, Princes, 

I muſt thank heartily indeed. 

This wond'rous Man, even from the Grave of Satrow, 

Has rais'd me up to Freedom, Life, and Empire. 

Oh Siſter, if there may be Thanks for this, 

Or any thing near Recompence, inyent it. 

Arm. You are too noble, Sir, there is Reward, 

Reward above my Action too, by Millions ; 

A Recompence, ſo rich, ſo great, ſo glorious, 

I durſt not dream it mine, but that it was promis'd 


| Before the Face of Heaven. 


King. O ſpeak it, ſpeak it, bleſs me with the Know 
ledge, I 

Make me a happy Man, 

For ſtill methinks 1 am a Priſoner, 

And feel no Liberty, till that is found. - 


Arm. It is (But firſt ro Heav'n and you I bend, 


If either can forgive the high Demand) 

It rs your Siſter, Royal Sir, ſhe's mine. 

I claim her, by her own Word, and her Honour: 
It was her open Promiſe to the Man, 

That durſt redeem you Beauty ſet me on, 

And Fortune crowns my Hopes, if the receive me. 
King. You, Sir Why Saler Ha! turn from him ? 
Stand as you knew not me, nor what he bas ventur d 

My deareſt Siſter ! 
Arm. O Sir, your Pardon, 
There is a bluſhing Modeſty 5 
| | at 
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That holds her back; Virgius are nice to Love; 
I wou'd not have her forc'd; give her fair Liberty: 
Ladies of her ſoft Nature if compell d, 
Turn into Fears, and fly ev'n their own. Wiſhes. 
+ King. Look on him Princeſs ; is there ſuch another 
Qui. Sir, I confeſs, 
My Word is paſs d, and he by that has purchas d; 
But yet be pleas d to give me time to be | 
Acquainted with his Lierk We are Strangers, 
And Love, like Power, muſt paſs thro' Ceremonies, 
Eer it can fix in Virgins Hearts. 
King. Be (peedy. 
You will reſpe& your Word, I know you will: 
T'!l be your Pledge, my Hero: Come, my Siſter, 
Let's ſee what Welcome you can give a Priſoner, 
And what kind Looks a Friend-----= 
Thus in my Arms once more. 
Arm. You make me bluſh, Sir. 
King. Let this Day ſee our whole Court crown'd with 
Pleaſure. | 


An Entertainment of Muſic and Dancing. 
Several Shepherds advance and expreſs their Joy, 


The Words were fitted to the Muſic, which is charmingly 
| campos A by Mr. Danieꝰ Purcell. 


Whatever is marked chus 4% is left out in the ſinging. 


Shepherd. 
Mr. Leveridge. | 


This glorious Day, let Pleaſures flow; 

Now Love and Hymen jar no more + 
Ye Sports appear, let Sorrow craſe below; 
- Hither repair, che Golden Age reſtore, 


Let 


I 


IDs on 
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Let Mortals ſhare the Bleſſings of the Skies, 


See Jove for ever ceaſe to rove, 
And own, tho' nuptial Feuds ariſe, 
No Joys can vie with lawful Love. 


A Shepherd. 
Mr. Freeman. 
Happy he who wiſely choſe 
To taſte of Love without his Woes. 
« Happy She whoſe Charms improve 
« The ſoft delights aß barmleſs Love. 
CHORUS. 
Change may raiſe a wanton Fire, 
But Truth can beſt improve Deſire, - & 
th And kindles never to expire. 


Tuo Shepherds. 


. | Mr. Pate and Mr. Leveridge. 
Ceaſe, ye Rovers, ceaſe to range 


Pleaſure revels leaſt in Change. 
ly Wandring ſtill, and. ſtil} uneaſy, 
Nought can fix ye, nought can pleaſe ye; 
While true Love, like heay'nly Joys, 
8 Never dies, nor never cloys. 


A Shepherdeſs. 


« From: drooping Minds let Sorrows fly, 
joy muſt reign, and Anguiſh die. 

e Souls who grieve for coy Denying, 
Hearts now raging, Wretches dying, 

* Know, that; Lovers who purſue, 

4 Soon or late the Fair ſubdue. 
Blame your Fear when you deſpair, 


Let Net the Wiching dying Fair. 2 
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A Shepherd. 
Mr. Magnus's Boy. 


All the Pleaſures Hymen brings, 

Lawful Sweets, and chaſte Deſires, 

All the Pleaſures Hymen brings, 

Flow from ever-living Springs, 
And never-dy ing Fires. 


A Shepherdeſs. 
Mrs. Lindſey. 


The Jolly Swains 

That were roving o'er the Plains 

From all Regions hither fly, 

To claim kind Hymen's gentle Tye. 

With their wanton Motions courting 
Some lovely Maid, wo 
Whoſe Eyes perſuade 

To ſoft Delights, and am'rous Sporting. 


Euter Swains and Shepberdeſſes, who dance. 


Love's Flame divinely burns : 
The Golden Age returns. | 
Jove, Juno, and Cupid, and Hymen agree, 


King. Lead on! Siſtet, your Hand to my Deliverer. 
Arm. Oh let me firſt approach it with a Kiſs, 
Thus trembling with NY of Bliſs. 


Wiſely, bright gue | rn Jo 2 : 
ſy oy. Exeunt omnes. 


ACT 


All Hearts thus bleſs'd, and leſs bappy when free. 


Arm 


Pray leave me to my Thoug 
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ACT III. SCENE, The Palace. 


Enter Armuſia, Sofa, Emanuel. 


Em. 8 IR, why fo fad amidſt ſo much good Fortune? 
Ol want what Beggars are allow d, Content. 
So. Does then the King neglect you? 
Arm. No, he is grateful een to mere Profuſeneſs: 
But oh his Siſter, that diſdainful Fair, 
That ſhou'd a liule Smile upon my Service, 
And foſter my Deſerts, with care avoids me, 
Spite of her — Promiſe. 
- Em. And you go ſighing up and down for this ? 
Arm. What would you have me do? 
Em. Do what a Man that knows the Sex wou'd do 
In ſuch a Caſe, go to her. Wy” 
So. That's the way. | | 
Em. And talhs as if you fought for her, boldly. 
Arm. I ſhall do ſomething ; but with more Reſpect. 
les, and in an Hour com 


mand me. {Ex. Sola, Emanuel. 


What ſhall I do to move her Soul to Pity? * 


Enter Panura. 


Ha! This Woman waits on her----Lowerl cannot fall, 
P|!try my Fate-----Madam, may I preſume----- 
Pan. Tis the brave Stranger! a handſome Gentle- 
man! o 5 
How happy will ſhe be in ſuch a Husband! 
Arm. You wait on the Princeſs ; 
With one kind Office you may bind a Gentleman 
Hereafter to be yours. Such beauteous Faces 
Shou'd have courteous Minds. 
Pan. Tell me your Buſineſs, Sir. 
Yer if it be to her, I think your ſelf 
Wou'd de much better, I know your Intereſt. 


Arm. 
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Arm. 1 want aſſurance, : 

And am yet but a Stranger I wou'd ſpeak with her. 
Pan. She's now alone. — i 
Arm. Pray wear this, and believe my meaning 

civiſ---- I © © [Gives ber a Feuel. 

I wou'd ſpeak to her in private. 

Pan. You ſhall, Sir. 

Be pleas d to go with me; 

My Chamber's next to her's. 
Arm. As Death, © 


8 CE N E II. 


Enter King, Governor like an old Bramin, or Indian 
Monk. 


King. So far and truly you've diſcoyer'd to me 
The former Currents of my Life and Fortunes, 
That I acknowledge you moſt wiſe and holy, 

And credit your Predictions. 
- Gov. I have liv'd long ſequeſter d from the World, 
- To find out Knowledge, which 1've now atrain'd to. 
Many a myſtick Viſion have I ſeen, 

| Wherein the and evils of theſe Iflands | 
Were lively ſhadow'd. Many a Charge I've had too, 
Still as the time grew ripe, to reveal theſe, 

And now I ſpeak. - 4 

Beware theſe Portugueſe ! 

The Cauſe is now the Gods: hear and believe, King! 

King. I do, but know I've found em gentle, faithful, 
And am oblig'd to em for my Deliverance. 

Gov. O Son, the Aims of Men are to be look'd at 
Above their preſent Actions: | 
Thefe Men came hither, as my Viſion tells me, 
Almoſt ſtary'd and ſhipwrackt, begg'd leave to trade, 
Grew rich, then ſuck'd the Fat 
And Freedom of this Iſle, taught her to tremble, 
Witneſs the Fort they've. clapt here on the Neck 
Of your Tidore. 


Bur pray be ſecret. 
[Exeunt. 


K ing. 
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King. They have ſo, indeed, Father. 
Gov. Take heed ! your late Delivery is only 
A fair-fac'd Prologue to future Miſchief. 
* Mark but the end of your Reſtorer! 
1 Vout Siſter is his due. What's ſhe? your Heir, Sir. 


ers 


„ And what's he? akin then to the Kingdom. 
But Heirs ate not ambitious who then ſuffers ? 
What reverence ſhall our Gods have? and what Juſtice 
The miſetable People? | 
"wy King. You've well advis'd me; 


And I will ſeriouſly confider, Father. 

la the mean time you ſhall have fair acceſs 

To my Siſter, diſpoſe her to your Purpoſe, 

And let me ſtill know how the Gods determine. 

ian Ex. King. 
Gov. So, thanks to this falſe Beard, and falſer Cant, 

I've hopes to ruin thee, my bold Rival. 5 

The Bramins ſhall foment the pious Miſchief, 

And when each Party's weaken'd, I'll unmask, 

Strike in between, and get the Princeſs and the Crown. 

| Revive, my Hopes! Revive !--- Mankind to fool, 

, Still the geeat Maxim is, Divide and Rule. Exit. 


SCENE III. The Princeſs's Apartment. 


Enter Quiſara, Panura, and 7 age. 


Qui. Sing me a Song, then leave me--and if Ruidias 
Shou'd come and beg admittance, introduce him. 
1 But ſtay—- Will Virtue warrant this admiſſion} 
4 Surely, for once it may, in ſuch an Exigence------- 
We muſt conſult about this turn of Fortune. 


Qui. /eats ber ſelf on a Couch. 
. A SONG, by the Page. Set by Mr. Purcel. 


Lovely Charmer, deareſt Creature, 
- Kind Invader of my Heart, 
Grac'd with ev'ry Gift of Nature 
TA Rais'd with ev'ry grace of Art! . 
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: Oh ! cou'd I but make thee love me, | 
As thy Charms my Heart bave mov'd, 
None cou'd cer be bleſs above me, 


None cou d e er be more belou d. 5 
e e 2450 Exit Pan. and Page. 
Enter Armuſia. 


Qui. Shield me, ye Powers! What's here! | 
Sure 'tis the Phantaſm of the Man I dread, 
Form'd by my Fears! Who are you? Sh. 
Arm. The fondeſt and moſt wretched of your Slaves. 
Qui. Who waits there? Rude Intruder, leave me. 


What means this Treachery > Who let you in ? 5 
Arm. What cou'd keep out the Love that brought | e 
me hither? | Co 
Qui. This is an Inſolence uuparellel'd, | Tt 
Nor ſhall my Brother's Love protect this Boldneſs. 
I'm Miſtreſs of my ſelf, and will not be "Ty 
Thus viſited, ſpite of your boaſted Service, ; x 
Arm. Bright Virtue----- Fo 
Qui. Stand off, I read Diſhonour in your Eyes. — | 
Arm. By all that Beauty they are innocent. F 
Pray tremble not, you have no Cauſe, fair Princeſs. 57 
Gui. So baſe a Violation of my Privacy ! 17 


Arm. If virtuous Love may claim a pitying glance, T 
Look on me, and believe me! Is this Violence? 8 


Far be it from my Heart to fright your quiet, Th 
And heavieſt Curſe fall on him that intends it; 1 
If you miſtruſt me till, take this and ſheathe it here. a 


He offers her his Dagger. 
"Twill give a Wound leſs cruel than your Doubts. 
Qui. Why this Intruſion then? 
Arm. With trembling awe to urge my Love and 
Service, | 
But Hopes remove, thg «nearer I approach you, 
And I even dread to claim what you have promiſed. 
So much more eaſy was the Task propoſed | 
Than to demand the Recompence. Oh Princeſs ! 
When Greatneſs check d the Fire your Beauty kindled, 
os | Your 


ves. 


ight 


ndled, 
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Your Promiſe fann'd it to a Flame. I dar'd, 
But 'twas you quicken d Hope: then kill it not; 
My Flame is grown too mighty to be quench'd ; 
Yer oh, tis pute, tis free from ſelfiſh Droſs. 
Qui. May 1 believe? 


Arm. Wrong not your Charms, that claim no leſs a 
Duty : 


| Believe me all devoted to your Will. 
Qui. Oh Love? Why muſt I be ungrateful to ſuch 


Merit? | 


1 (Ade. 
Shall I exact a Proof of your Obedience ? 


Arm. Command a thouſand, till Tve tir'd your 


Dogs g++ 7-2 
Set any Task Mortality may dare; ; 

Point out new Dangers, bid me face Deſtruction; 
Command me any thing---but not to love. | 
Qui. Then hear me: Ceaſe for ever to expect 
The Recompence you ask'd, and leave me now. 

Arm. What have I promis'd ? 

Is this my Doom, and is there no Redreſs ? 

Qui. Bur one, which you muſt to my Pity owe. 
For I muſt bluth to tell your Cure----I love 
My Heart was all diſpos'd before you claim'd it. 
Fancy had got the Start of your Deſerts, 

Which yer I prize ſo high, that for your Eaſe 
I force my Modeſty ou this Confeſſion, 

To diſengage your Hopes, nor let the Man | 
That has ſo highly ſetv'd, depend on fruitleſs Air. 
Arm. Oh Madam !----- | 

Qui. Replies are vain: Obey. | 

Arm. Wretched Armufia! Doubly wretched now! 
What wilt thou do? Canſt thou reſign thy Princeſs ? 
Reſign her to a Rival ? Tamely yield 
Thy beauteous Prize, and ſtarve thy ſelf to let 
Another riot? Oh this racks my Soul! 

Grief, jealous Rage, Deſpair, and Envy tear it. 
Bid me with naked Breaſt go ſtorm a Breach, 
When thro! the dreadful Gap a thouſand Deaths 
Ruſh down in Fires, and Rocks, and Iron Hail. 


But change ch ungtateful Task. 'Tis Death to hope, 
| D Aud 
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- And Hope's the Life of Love; tis Torment in ex- 
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, , ae. 1 K 
Wheels, Daggers, dying Pangs, and lingring Fires. 
Qui. Hard Fate, Why muſt Iuſe him thus? Bur Oh! 
I muſt be cruel to my ſelf or him. IA ue. 
Arm. Still dumb, relentleſs Fair? Well, 11] content 
ou, 
Age wk my 2 mo I loſe my Life, 

eſpair will make ealy; Joy attend you, 
Wikle 1 withdraw to die * thou'd be 4 your Feet, 
But I will not profane this Place, nor coſt 
Your, Heart a Sigh. Farewel. | 

Qui. Stay, gen rous Stranger: your Deſpair alarms 

me, | | 
Oh, promiſe me to live. 

See, ſee the Pity which I pay your Anguiſh: 

My grateful Soul ſuffers no leſs than yours, 

For tis a Pain to be ſo. much oblig'd, 

And bankrupt in Returns: It kills my Joy, 

I'm angry with my ſelf, and torn in two. 

IT wou'd recal my Heart, but Oh! I cannot. Fear, 
Duty, | | 

„ ame. Pity, Gratitude and Love diſtradt me; 

War in my Breaſt, my Head, my Soul; and ſtrain the 
Strings of Lite. 8 

Oh leave me, leave me, my Confuſion is ſuch, 

I dread to ſay too little, or too much. [Going. 

Arm. Ob ſtay! 

ui. I cannot, muſt not. » 

Arm. Muſt I then leave you thus? Oh ! if I muſt, 
Fir@ ſec ch Affliction of my Soul, ſee now a Separation 
More cruel, more a Death, ; 
Than that between the Body and the Soul : 

They part to meet again, to be more bleſs d; 
But 1 to be divorcd from Joy for ever. 


Let me be mad, ye Powets, or let me die! 


Oh Heawvns! Oh Princeſs, 1 5 what I evdure, 4 
When Deach ot Madneſs mult beſtow the Cure. 
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Enter Ruidias, while Armuſia is going of They * file 
one another at the Door accidentally. 


Rui. Ha! who is this? | 
Arm. Who art thou: | | 
Rui. My Rival wich the Princeſs! and fo private. 
Arm. Ha! Tis Ruidias, my happy Rival; 

But hold out, Patience, yet! 


Rui. Is there not Door enough, you ta ke ſuch Ebow- 


toom? 
Arm. What I take L'Il carry. | 
Rui. Confuſion! Know, proud Man, I love the Prin- 
cels, ſhe hearkens to my Suit; | * 
And tho' in Portapal you claim Precedence, 
I'll have it here; bere I command the Fort, 
Aud that commands the Town. Be wilt, deſiſt, 
Or with my Sword | 
Arm. You wou'd not uſe it here? | 
Qui. Oh hold !----Ruidias you I may command; 


Forbear, and as you prize my Love, reſpe& him. 


Rui. Is then his Life ſo dear to you? I'm loft. 
Had 1 your Leave to wait on you, and for this? 


Oh I've not Patience. Muſt 1 be out-done, 


Out-brav'd, out-rival'd? Muſt that Stranger get 
At once the Statt in Glory and in Love. 
And tread me like a Name in Sand, to nothing? 
Death and Hell! ſhall I bear it? ramely beat it? 
No, ere I do, II give or take a Life, 
Qui. Brave Stranger, by your Love I charge yot, 
Retire, aud entertain no Thongttts of Vengeance. 
Arm. O my Patience! | 
Qui. Tis with youſtill: Oh do not chide it from you. 
Arm. Weak Fleſh rebels, but you and Virtue con- 
uer. 
I thy judge, oh judge, ye tender Hearts, 
hat Pangs, what Racks the wretched Lover tear, 
Who to his Rival leaves the darling Fair. [Ex. Armuſia. 
i. Great Soul, I am aſham'd I cannot love him 
yet, [ Aide. 
D 2 Now 
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And Hope's the Life of Love; tis Torment in ex. 
= OR ata. | | 
Wheels, Dag dying Pangs, and lingring Fires. 

Qui. Hard Fate, Why muſt I uſe him thus? Bur Oh! 
I muſt be cruel to my ſelf or him. Alu. 

Arm. Still dumb, relentleſs Fair 2 Well, T1! content 

on, 
And — my Promile, tho I loſe my Life, 
ir will make that caſy; Joy attend you, 
Whale I withdraw to die: it ſhou d be at your Feet, 
But I will not profane this Place, nor coſt | 
Your, Heart a Sigh. Farewel. | 
Qui. Stay, gen rous Stranger: your Deſpair alarms 
me, 5 
Oh, promiſe me to live. 
See, hn the Pity which I pay your Anguiſh: 
My grateful Soul ſuffers no leſs than yours, 
For tis a Pain to be ſo much oblig'd, - 
And bankrupt in Returns : Ir kills my Joy, 
I'm angry with my ſelf, and torn in two. 
1 woud. recal my Heart, but Oh! I cannot. Fear, 
Duty, ; þ . 
As Pity, Gratitude and Love diſtrat me; 
War in my Breaſt, my Head, my Soul; and ſtrain the 
Strings of Lite. 0 
Oh leave me, leave me, my Confuſion is ſuch, 
I dread to ſay too little, or too much. Going. 
Arm. Ob ſtay? 
ui. I cannot, muſt not. 

Arm. Muſt I then leave you thus? Oh! if I muſt, 
Fir@ ſee ch Affliction of my Soul, ſee now a Separation 
More cruel, more a Death, 0 1 
Than chat between the Body and the Soul: 

They part to meet again, to be more bleſs d: 

But 1 to be divorc'd: from Joy fox ever. 

Let me be mad, ye Powets, ot let me die! | 

Oh Heawvns ! Oh Princeſe, judge what I endure, _ 
When Deach ot Macnels mult beſtow the Cure. 
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Enter Ruidias, while Armuſia is going off. They 30 1 
one anotber at the Door accidentally. 
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Rui. Ha! who is this? | 
Arm. Who art thou? | 
Rui. My Rival wich the Princeſs! and fo private. 
Arm. Ha! 'Tis Ruidias, my happy Rival; 
But hold out, Patience, yet! 
Rui. Is there not Door enough, you ta ke ſuch Elbow- 
room ? | | 
Arm. What I take 1'll carry. | et 
Ru. Confuſion! Know, proud Man, T love the Prin- 
cels, the hearkens to my Suit; i 
And tho' in Portagal you claim Precedence, 
I'll have it here; bere 1 command the Fort, 
Aud that commands the Town. Be wiſe, deſiſt, 
Or with my Sword | 
Arm. You wov'd not uſe it here? 
Qui. Oh hold !----Ruidies you I may command; 
Forbear, and as you prize my Love, reſpect him. 
Rui. Is then his Life ſo dear to you? I'm loft. 
Had 1 your Leave to wait on you, and for this? 
Oh I've not Patience. Muſt 1 be out-done, 
Out-brav'd, out-rival'd? Muſt that Stranger get 
At once the Statt in Glory and in Love. 
And tread me like a Name in Saud, to nothing? 
Death and Hell! thall I bear it? ramely beat it? 
No, ere I do, III give or take a Life. * 
ui. Brave Stranger, b r Love «Ay 
ne aud a Thongtits of Edam one 
Arm. O my Patience! | 
Qui. Tis with you ſtill: Oh do not chide it from you. 
Arm. Weak Fleſh rebels, but you and Virtue con- 
uer. 
I > — judge, oh judge, ye tender Hearts, 
hat Pangs, what Racks the wretched Lover tear, 
Who to his Rival leaves the darling Fair. [Ex. Armuſia. 


i. Great Soul, I am aſham d I cannot love him 
yer, f | [ Aide. 
D 2 Now 


40 The IS LAND PRINCESS; or, 

Now you whoſe jealous Rage is ſo preſumptuous, 

Know, I reſent it and your Diſteſpect, 35 

Your Love ſtands yet upon my Courteſy : 

"Tis true, Fye fuer you to tell your Paſſion, 

But I ne er promis'd you a kind Return; 

And if you dare ile your Privilege | 

Rui. Armuſia here, and ſtealing out, when 1 

Had Hopes to be in private entertain'd ! 

What Lover could have tamely bore the Sight? 

Qui. Know what I am; bow durſt you doubt my 
Honour: 

I never taught yon to diſpoſe my Freedom 

And had I promis d you my Heart, twete a leſs Crime 

In me to c ange than in you to ſuſpect me; 

The firſt's but Frailty, but the laſt ill- Nature. | 

Is this your Faith? True Love is more reſpectful. 

Armiſia would not paſs ſo raſh a Cenſure,; 

And I ſhou'd puniſh thee ; I'll ſtrive to dot. 

Tis ſtill the Lot of groundleſs Jealouſy, 

To bring on what it fears. 


| Vows, Duty, Gratitude. copcur. to exclude thee. | 


Yer ſhould 1 light thee, ſhould 1 chuſe chy Rival, | 
Blame moſt thy ſelf, and learn how. dangerous tis 
To let a Woman, ſpite of Wiſdom's Laws, j 
See that you're jealous, tho without a Cauſe. [Ex. Qui. 
Rui. She's gone! what ſhall Ido? Oh that Armuſia 
Hangs betwixt Hopes and me, and threats my Ruin: 
He has her Vows, freſh Services, the King, 
And a vaſt Stock of Merit on his Side: f 
I haxe but naked Love, and wav'ring too, I fear. 
The Sword then in my Hand, I now muſt try 
To tix my Fortune, and o ercome ot die. 
When Conqueſt can't by formal Means be got, 
A brave Deſpair may cut the Gordian Knot, 


— * 


a 


A Cr 


ny 


me 


wi, 


. . The Generous ToxtoGunSL. a 


een 


— 


. Fhe Scent drams und tiſtovers Armuſia hy- 


ing on à Bank in a Grove of Orange= 
Trees, Emanuel by bim. 2 


This Dialogue is ſung to bim by a Clown 
and bis Wife, Set by Mr. Leveridge, 
and ſung by him and Mr, Pate. 


Wife. H OLD Fohn, c'er you leave me, i troth I will 
| > . know, 0 : 
Whither ſo ſmugg'd up thus catly you go? 
With clean Hands and Face, | 
' Your beſt Band with a Lace, 

Your Sunday Apparel when you ſhould go plough, 

So trim none would think you a marry d Man now. 
Hold, John, eer you leave me, i troth I will know, 
Whither ſo ſmugg'd up thus early you go? 

Man. Go Joan, I wo'n't tell you; To lead a {ſweet 
Life, 

I've leatnt of my Betters ro ſteal from my Wife. 

Mayhaps with my Neighbour I'll duſt it away, 

Mayhaps play at Putt, or ſome other ſuch Play. 

Wife. J gueſs at what Game you'd be playing to day. 
—__ _— plague me. The Devil's in Women 1 
think. | | 

Go, Foan, 1 tell thee I'm goin to drink, # 

Come, prithee, don't think that I've got no more 

Grace: | 

Nay go, or III gi“ thee a Dowle in the Face. 

Wife. III find” then ſome body to ſtrike in your 
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Why ſhould you deny me, I never did you. eau. 

Becauſe I ant new, you won't give me my Due, 

Bur troth if you wo Hot another ſhall do. 9 
Man. If thus you Cer do, 

Oh! bow I'll A your Booby and you. 


| | 8 Threatning. 
Wife. If thus you cer do. | 
Oh! how I'll belabeur your Trallop and you. 
our Booby and you. 
Both. Oh how TY belabour $ : 5 Ini 8 1 
Wife, Well, Jobn, do not go, [Wheedling and Crying. 
Aud I wo'not do ſo; kb 
Do not go, my dear Johny, 
My Precious, my Hony. [She kiſſes him. 
WJ 
And I wo'not do ſo. a 
Man. Adſooks by that Buſs I'm inveigled to ſtay, 
Come, Joan, come and ſpoil me from going aſtray. 


* 


| — CHORUS... 
Wife. Come ghve me your beſt Band. 
Man. Here take my beſt Band. 
Both. Now, give me thy Hand. 
Man. Jbus 'tis with you Women. 
Wife. Thus 'iis with you Men. 
Both. Whene'er you fall out, tis to fall in again. 
wy Ex. Clown with his Wife. 


Arm. In vain with Mirth you wou'd begyile my Cares. 
Alas! I'm dead to Joy, and but a walking Trouble, 
I nſenſible to all but Love and Grief, | 
Jo all but Grief, for Grief and Love are one. 
Why wou'd my Rival kill me? if be hates me, 
Sure he ſhou'd bid me live. Let's range the Groye, 
Perhaps I ſoon ſhall meet him, or my Princeſs. ; 
Both can deal Death; yet 1 like other Wretches, _ 
Tho' that's my only Eale, muſt ſtruggle with my Fate. 

| [Exeunte 


1 Enter 


*. 
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Enter Governor and Quiſara. 


Gov. I wou'd tall further with you from the Gods. 
You are a Princeſs of that Excellence — 7 
Nay do not bluſh, 1 do not flatter you; 
The Gods beſtow'd this on you. 
Sui. I own their Bounty. 
. Gov. Apply it then to their Uſe, to their Honour, 
To ruin or convert thoſe Misbelievers, 
Thoſe Portugueſe; invite em to our Temples 
ui. Father, we may fit yonder, and be ſtill more 
private. Ex. Qui. and Gov. 


Enter Ruidias and Piniere, 


Rui. What, did Armuſia then return the Challenge 
You carried him? Will he not meer me? 

Pin. He calmly told me, that he diſapproves 
All formal Duels, yet that with a Sword 
He ev'ry Day is walking in this Grove. 
Rui. Ther! ler us ſtrive to find him out But ſee he 

comes. | 

Now Love, Revenge, and Fortune guide my Aim. 


Enter Armuſia, with Emanuel. 


Draw, Armuſia ! Rai. and Pin. draw. 


Die, or reſign the Princefs. 
Arm. I will do neither. [Arm. and Em. draw. 
But hold, why muſt our Friends now ſhare our Danger? 
Rui. Stand till, I charge ye, as you honour me. 
Arm. And, good Emanuel, hold---- 
Pin, Tis well you ſpoke 
Nui. Fight home, I will not ſpare you, 
[They fight with Sword and Dagger, 
Nor do I look for Mercy. | 


Enter 


iS 

| 
1 
1 
© / 

: 


44 TheIsLand PAN ss of, 
Enter Quiſara, and Governor. 
Q. bun Fighningt bold! Ob bod, raſh Mea! 


Oh part em 

Gov. Let em alone, et em kill bne another, 

Qui. Ruidias. hold. 

Rui. Unleſs he dies, I'm 

Qui. If cer you low d, 1 — you caſe. Ob! 

| Father. | 

Rui. My Love were ſmall, ſhou'd 1 deſiſt. 
Gov. Oh let both fall, kind Fortune. dome fell 
Pin. Ruidias down! 

Em. Stand ſtill, or my Sword's in 

Qui. Oh hold, Armnuſi a. 

Rui. 1 . e no Mercy. Why do not you kill 

t : 

Arm. A Boy might do as much at this advanage. - 
Will not you ah — Life? 

Rui. Lis not worth my asking. 

Arm. Nor is it worth my taking in this Poſture. 
Qui. Spare him, Armuſſa, {pare him. 

Arm. My Love is all Obedience. Riſe Sir, and 

take your Sword again 
Rui. Nor againſt him chat ſpar'd me: Oh curſt 
Fortune! 
| Gov. What have you done? 'Twere better they had 

all periſh'd. 
| Sui AF wing be pacify'd ; I'm working for the beſt--- 
This jcalous Rage, and Diſobedience cure meg [ Afide, 


 Hrmuſia, meet me in the neighbouring Temple, 


Arm. Madam, I ſhall [ Ex. Qui. Gov, 
Come brave Ruidias, let us now be Friends 
Believe your Honour ſafe. 

Rui. Oh you have beat me both ways, and fo nobly, 
That I muſt ever love the Hand that did it. 
But Oh the Princeſs ! Both cannot poſſeſs her. 


Pin. You cannot, Sir, unleſs ſhe break her Vow. ve 


Come leave theſe Toys, and wed your Miſtreſs, Fame. 


9 


Arm. 
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A Proof which, ſince I've ſworn, ſince you perſiſt, 
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Arm. Oh Sir, you ask too much of a Lover. 


Ev'n I my ſelf had rather leave the World, than quit fo 


fair 4 Prize: © 4 
Rui. And you alone deſerve her. Vet Armuſia, 


I cannot yer reſign her, tho I muſt. 
The Heat of Love remains, tho' the Soul's is fled. 
Arm. Vet let's be Friends, ws frog we hate 
For Sympathy in Love? 
Rui. Too generous Man, I eannot call you Rival, 
Let me embrace you ; let all Hatred end. 
Oh thus I'm bleſt -- Whate'er the Fates intend, d 
I cannot loſe, poſſeſt of ſuch a Friend. [Exeunt. )* 


Enter Governor ſtill diſguiſed, and Bramin, 
Gov. I need not now repeat what we've to dread 
From theſe bold misbelieving Portugueſe. 
Therefore to ruin them, all means ate juſt. 

Thus I've decoy'd the Princeſs, to invite 
Her promis d Husband hither, where, no; doubt, 
He will blaſpheme our Gods. | 
The King, will in diſguiſe hear their Diſcourſe. 
You know your Time t appear and back my Words. 
Bra. You need not doubt us in ſo good a Cauſe. 
Enter: Armuſia, and Quiſata, meeting. 
Arm. See, Madam, at your Feet your faithful Slave, 
Who ſtudies new, Humility to pleaſe you, 
And takes a kind of Joy in his Afflictions, 
* 2 they come from you. [Kneels to Quiſara. 
ui. Oh tiſe, Sir, I did not invite you hither 
Thus to profane our Altars, but to ask 51 
A better Proof of Love than ſo, miſplac d a Worſhip 


- 


Muſt 


f , 
< F Lay ' — 8 
* , 


q 
4 
C 
1 
.n 
l 
1 
3 
8; 
2 


K 4d 


— 


— 2 ̃ ꝰ. dä ͤ% 
# * 


. —ä 


| —_— 


a 2 


46. The, ISLAND PAIN 8; r, 


Muſt make me yours, at leaſt my grateful Duty. K 
Few Brides alas! at firſt have mote to give. 1 4 
Arm. Oh name it, Madam, wbat wou'd 1 mot x do I 
Tho' but to gain Jou thus? Love, greedy Love, To 
That ſtil! unſatisfy di ſtill murm'ring Paſhon + 19! Not 
Will pine; but N tis often but Eſteem MH 20% Tu 
Aud Gratitnde improy d, will ſhoot at laſt, * | The 
Forc'd by a Zeal like mine. Oh then command me. And 
* of 
Aer King and Comer, both diſguis'd. 8 * - 
/ Gov. Nou hearken, Sir; and as he tteats our Gods, 7 
So uſe him, or expect ſevereſt Judgments. Ane 
Qui. Change your Religion, and adore out Gods. | - 
Arm. Ha! f < 
Qui. Renounce your Faith. 
Arm. Heay'n forbid! _ EL Nat 
Qui. Offer as we do. e To 
Arm. To Wood and Stone, nil Beaſts ang curſed But 
Devils ? $ 4 
Is this the Proof you ask ? Wie L6G 1207 207% | Ie 
Gov. O Blaſphemy ! ! OT RS TONE” TEE a 
King. Peace. | 5 y 
Qui. IM teafon with you. Are not our ; Gods ret 8 
as yours? 
Arm. They are fenfelefs, wretched, und the worſt of To 
Creatures, My 
Unki ro help themſelves, much Teſs Mankind. Ho 
Qui. ws 4 Sun and Moon we worſhip, they are hea- my 
venly. | 
Arm, Bit 1 the Maker of that Sun and Moon, | on 
'tm Motion, Influence, and Light. Yet 
Excuſe me, Princeſs, if my Zeal for Trut * Dri 
Extort a gen rous Freedom of my Tongte. = 
Jou ſhod d have ſaid, Inſtruft the King and me 
In that bleſt Doctrine that guides Souls to Heaven: 
Oh may you follow that, Ftroy out Idok, 
Beat down their Altars, ruin their wen Lak Temples- 7 | Ha 
Gov: Oh Hotror! My Prophecy was trac. _ 


7 


King · 


of 
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+ the "Generous POR Tugusss, 47 
King. Lm ſotry I came hither Ive heard coo much; 
nn © © [Ex. King and Gov, 
Qui. Thus far in Charity 1 was oblig'd * 
To reQtify che Errors'of your Thought, 
Nor can the Blame be mine to want Succeſs; 
' Twas by theſe Gods that Twas ſworn to wed you, 
Theſe you blaſpheme : You have renounc'd their Power, 
And thereby free me from all Obligation. 
Arm. You are too juſt to make bis ſüght Evaſion. 


Qui. You ſhall both find me juſt, ſincere and plain; 


Therefore reſolve to quit yout Faith or me. | 
Arm, My Life is yours, but my Religion Heaven's, 
And I no more can change it than my Loye, | 
ui, You hear your Task. 
Arm. Oh! Princeſs, ceaſe Cinjoin what Heay'n 
forbids. | 


Name any Task that Honour may not bluſh 


Jo execute, Toils, Dangers, Death ir ſelf; 


But do not, do not tempt me to be bad. 

Dui. Obey, and inſtantly; or from this Hour 
No Recantation ſhall prevail. 

Arm. Call you this Charity ? 

Qui. Nay cles 

Arm. You mult not go. 
What have I done, to merit this hard Sentence? 
To have my very Soul cack'd, forc'd ro quit 
My Heav'n above, or Paradiſe on Earth! 
How well I love, how much I prize your Charms, 
My Life muſt ſhow; bur Honour, Conſcience, Heaven 
I never muſt forego. Muſt I then loſe you or my ſelf 2 
Can you perſiſt? Maſt I be torn from you? 1 muſt---- 
Vet once more let me gaze---O now I cannot go. 
Dreadful Strife! Cruel Struggle ! 
I muſt not look, nor leave her. 


N--== — & 


Qui; Farewell. Jong, be bolt ber, 
Arm. Stay, tay, dear Miſchi but what am 1 
doing ? ns 4 


Hul Now 1 dread my Thoughts--- AMIE, ye Pow'rs! 
Awake my Soul! Oh look no more; my Eyes. — 
Huſh !. Txeacherous Love! "os 
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48 The IS Land PRINCESS; or, 
Since Heart, or Soul muſt periſh, on this Sea 


Sink thou, my Heart, to ſave the immortal Treaſure. 


Quit thy rich Claim, tho' while, I ſo reſign, 
No Martyrdom ſure ever equal d mine. 
Away, away! Oh! If 1 look I die; {591 11 
[He looks on ber, then turns from her ſuddenly. 
There's no way left to conquer, but to fl. [Going 
Qui. Heroic Soul! Stay! This confirms me yours, 
In quitting, you have gain d me. I reſolvd 


Jo make the utmoſt Trial, of your Faith, 


And in your Faith of you.., I've long in private 
Weigh'd your Belief. I find by you tis heaven): 
You've prov'd the Practice; and tis a bleſt Viſion 


| Beſpoke my Change, no Fickleneſs of Mind. 


Whom ſhou'd 1 love indeed, but him 1 have ſworn to 
wed, 


Who freed my Brother, and retrieves my Soul? : 
Heav'n, Reaſon, Duty, Gratitude, and Love decree it; 


Your Faith, and you for ever, now are mine. 
Arm. Amazement! Raviſhment! am I awake ? 
And are you mine? I will, I muſt believe it. 
Oh happy Change! O unexpected Bliſs ! 
Look down, ye ſacred Choirs, and ſhare my Joys, 
While thus I pay my Thanks. ¶ Knee/s and kiſſes ber bang. 


Enter King, Governor and Guards. 


King. Nay, ſtart not, take my Confirmation too 
I promis d you to let Quiſara s Hand 
Be join d with yours, and here I ratify it. | 

| | [The King joins their Handi. 
Gov. Ha! Did I plot for this? [ Afede. 
Arm. Oh! Thought is drown'd in Joy. How ſhall 
I ſpeak my Thanks! 

King. Hold, as the Gods have ſeen me juſt to you, 
To their own Altars they-muſt ſee me juſt. 9 
Guards ſeize your Priſoner - | 

Gov. That's well retriev'd 1 Be ſure you bind him faſt. 

Qi. Bind your Reſtoter, Sir? ' } 7 1 


. \ 


nd. 


And to ſerve Idols, were the greateſt Wrong. 


| Will work the wiſh'd for Change. 


7 


The: Generous DOK TOUOGU IE. 
King. Oh Siſter! with Reluctance I'm ſevere. 
Had he offended me, I had forgiven, | 
But to our Gods the Injury is — | * 
Blaſphem' d, revil'd: Yer till be may be yours, . 
He muſt appeaſe our Gods by humble Worthip, 
Or fall a Sacrifice where he blaſphem'd em; | 
And ſure to fave his Life, and _ you, be Il ſubmit. 
Arm. To ſerve my Princeſs, to ſecure my Joys, 
I'd ruſh thro! Seas, thro Fires, I'd {ſmile at * 
I would do any thing; but injure Heaven, ; 


King. What means my Friend J Sure you'll not toſs 
your ſelf; 

Oh quick, recant, ſubmit, a 455 our Gods, 
And thoſe more angty Men y 53 awe me, andthe People. 
Gov. He-inſtantly muſt own our Gods, or die. 

Arm. What, uſe my Breath t'abjure the Power that. 
gave it? 
Renounce ch Almighty Being! Worſhip Hell? 
No mote; bring me to Torments, Racks, and Fires; 
III offer chere my ſelf: But when 1 quit my Faith, 
And grow unworthy thus of her and Mercy, 
Let me dread 2 Curſe that Guilt deſerves, 
Want, Shame, Di eales; and what's worſe, her Hate, 
Deſpair on Earth, and worſe Deſpair below. 
Gov. Mildneſs bur hatdens — Our Bramins here 
demand him; 
This Temple has its Priſon ; there they beſt 
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King. You're wile and holy: ert 
Act for the beſt, but ſtill re pect my Friend. 
Gov. Fear not. Death's no Miſuſage of a Rival. _ 
Alt. 
Qui. Oh, Sir, do not refign him to his Foes. 
Rather exert your Power. O ſave him, ſave your ke. 
I know he'll ne'er abjure his Faith. 
Gov. Then he muſt die. 
- Qui." He thall nor die! Oh! Sir, why en you rom 
me? 
See, on her Knees, your Siſter begs his Lifez -. 
| ; E begs With 
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0 The Is LAND PRINCESS; or, 


With Tears ſhe begs it, (ave the Man that freed you, 

Him I muſt wed, and wed by your Command. 

Muſt I bring on bis Death 0 ſpare N Riu boly 
Men, 93 Bo + 

Join, join wirh me: True Pibey is mild. 1 


Oh! whither wou'd you lead him ? Spy ſtay, take me 


too. 
I'll not out-live his Loſs. No, Tu now ſave his Liſe, 


Or Joſe my own. e woody hace eee 51 


Our Fates mall be the ſame. 

_ King. How's: this Quiſara“ 

Bra. Sbe raves. | | 

Qui. No, thou falſe Man, like him 1 — a Pow r, 
That gives me Strength to ſoorn your curſed Idols. I 

King. Ha! own his Faith! 

Qui. I do, I do: Oh! ſparc him; en your Siſter, 

King. O fatal Sound! 
Gov. Take him away, he bardens her in . ; 
Arm. Oh Princes? [Ex. Arm guarded: 
* O Sir, will you then let him go? Call, call him 


King. O Liſter 1 have a Care loſe nor your ſelf; he 
will recant. 
Qui. O never, Sir; ev'y 1 eus not to ſave him. 
Then fave us both. Nay, do not, do not fly me. 
My are all in you. Oh! beat me, hear me! 
Let not blind Zeal prevail; fave your own Honour. 
Can you reſigu us to be hunched; mangled, - | 
Our Limbs torn, and abandon'd to vile Wanke) 
Vour deareſt Friend, your Siſter! Sure you cannot. 
Our Hearts are near akin, and mine wou'd bleed TN 
To ſee you thus diſtreſs'd;- Thus 1 bore your Affliction. 
King. Ol ſhall loſe the Monarch in the Friend. 
Riſe, riſe, Quiſara. 
— Ob Srl: |, 
King. Siſter ! | 
Qi. Brother! Friend! 
King. Let Crowns be loſt, * ne ſave my Silſer 
and my Friend. 2 


7 my Arms, thus let me a em. 


Gov. 


the Generous Pox roc uns. Ft 
Gov. Ha! all goes ill. Run, call the Bramins hither. 
; nne 7 [To the Bramin. 
I | Hope not to ſave em, tho'-you loſe your Crown. 
oly Ex. Bra. and re-enter preſently with the Choix,. 
Io, King, the Gods can puniſh them and you.” 
.'' | Nay, if you pauſe, I've Judgments to denounce 
me | From angry Heaven. The facred Choir attends ; 
Leave her to us, we'll only fright and preach her from 
we, | ene TT 
or put it paſt your Nower to ſave her or my Rival. 
[ 1 [Afide. 
ui. Oh, King! do you then yield me op? Hold, 
. — 777. | . 
w'r, Touch not my Hand, Tl freely go to Dungeons, 
NNay Death itſelf, for ſuch a noble Cauſe 
Tho' Earth forſake' us, Heaven will mend our Fates, 
ſter. Aud pour fevereſt Vengeange on yout' Heads. 
| es, cruel Men, then tremble, fear its Anger; 
| cad, dread its fierce Revenge: our Blood will claim it. 
ded; But hold! we ought to love our very Foes. 
bim Then bleſs theſe Men, thou Power of Mercy, ſpare em. 
Th! y they, like me, their Idol Gods deſpiſe, 
ö he And date to fall, more glorioufly to riſe. 
Ex. Qui. with Guards end Bramins. 
m. | King. I fear you'll not prevail. Oh urge not then 
he Ven of the Gods too far: ' For if you do 
el Bra. To clear your Doubts we'll move the angty 
t. Powers OY r 
Nr OG 
or An Incantation ſet by Mr. D. Purcell. 5 
7 ting t der (23H: 281, 6] 29470 382. 30 . 
"F<, EAR ny by whom the rattling Thunder's 
l. Hear, Parent, Sun, bright Eye, and Monarch of the 
« World. 4 4 {7 
At A Bramin. 
wh < Mr. Bowen. 
Siſter bear, gentle Moon, pale Queen of Night, 
” And ye rctulgent: Orbs of Light, | 1 
e | E 2 Steat 
Gov. | 
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The IS LAND PrINCESS; or, 


Great' Court of pe: ſo ample and fo high, 
| 4⁴ all ye {warming Commons of the *. 


CHORUS. 


O Skies! 0 Sea! O Earth! onallyour Pow'rs we call. 
Ere the Blaſphemers fall, | 
7 — Call. 


12 


<< > .} 


05 bear our 


Another hate. 


Mr. Freeman. 2 


| Hear, ye friendly earthly Powers, 
Gods of kindly a and Flowers, 
Who, unfeen, delight to tt 
Where Birds * bop 21 skip, 


Where they, warble, 28 and coo, . 0 __ Tl 
| Where in Whiſpers Zephyrs wo, Bu 
Wbere poor Ec - 05 82 RE... ; 
— remurmurs thro the Leaves. 1 
—_ - e op Aulus Bromin.. At . a Hz 
| 1 end Blr. ran. | | 1 W] 
. 5 Cy 161 1 A 
| "Rouſe ye LE of the Main... 


5a Vengeange on thoſe who your Alcars BIG Ha 
| wad more the loud Storms ; command them te 


1 Till — with Rage the Waves roar as they flow, Hal 
4 While they heave and they ſwell, - F 
« Tofs the Slaycs 0 the Skies, and chen plunge em ii Ins 
* 12.208 Hell. | A 
WS 17 Save 
Infernal Pow'rs, 3 Sullen Sprig hes, N 

Who fill our Souls with dire 92 


1 
By all the diſmal Yell, T 

And Horrors of your Hell, T 
Your dreadful Pleaſure ell, H 


And with the Verſe, Hear Je Gods of the Main, Kc. Q, 


Gov 
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Gov. The Gods are ſullen, and diſpleas'd. D 
The antient Seer, who oft fleclares; their Will. 
Advance, wiſe Bram in, while by Power of Sound, 
all. We prompt ſome Gods: Aer to den a r doubting x 


Monarch, 


As old Bramin comes forward and Sing. 
The Enthufiaſtic 8 ON G. 


Set, Sung, and Aded, by Mr. Leveridge. ods ö 


H ceaſe, ceaſe, urge no more the God to ſwell my 
Breaſt ! | 


The Manſion dreads the greater Gueſt: 

But lo! he comes! I ſhake! I feel, I feel his Sway, 
And now he hurries me along. a 

Then, Crowds, believe, and Kings, obey, _ 
'Tis Heaven inſpires the Wh, 
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Haſte! to the Gods due Vengeange vive. | 
Hark! From their. Seats they Yn, | 
Who lets Blaſpbemers live, 
* Shall by Blaſphemers die. 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeance give. 
« Let the Sound 
Echo all around. | | 
Haſte, haſte, due Vengeange give. = 
Beware! Ten houlend, thouſand threat TR INT by 
Invaſions! Wars! Plagucs! ! Ruin! endleſs Woes? 
Ah wretched Ifle, I weep for Thee, 1 at 
Save, ſave thy (elf, reſign A Gods Blaſpheming Foes. 
Now, now the Thunder roars. 
The Earth now groans and quakes, 
The rifing Main a Deluge pours, 
The World's . Fountain ſhakes. 


Hell gapes! The Fiends ap 
Gann ye angry e ot we deſpair. 


Gov 1 N E 3 
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54 The kern eee 5 
See, we'fulfil 

On your -Foes — dreadful Will... 

| rr 


Hoot em, as d alon 
Now they tear em, heyie drugs __ 


All applaud, and ſhout Ver Joy. 
returns, all Nature ſmiles, 
. — Days now bleſs our Iftes, 
Now we hugh with Plenty crown'd, 
Merry Sports and Lowe go round. -=-- * 


« The Viſion's o'et 1.— The God deſerts my Breaſt. 
2 Huſh 1 gently beat me hence to reſt. [He is led off, 


YN Now, bigs you've heard the Gods confirm their 


m. 13 
Kin They yet chan 
Gov. It muſt be quickly the then. 
King. I' try to win em. 
Gov. Leave us to do that. 


We dare not truſt your Nature with the Parly. 


King. Delay a while. 
Gov. Take heed! Dread, dread the Gods, 17 you 


defer their Doom. 


King. Am 1 a King, and muſt they die? my Siſter, 


my Reſtorer! 
Oh Death is in the Thought! Firſt let it reach me, 


Let Vengeange rape, and [weep me from the World.-—- 


But oh this will not ſave em, I muſt Jield. 

But judge my Grief, all great, all gen rous . 
Why do we boaſt of Pow'r? A ein ily 
Kings are but glorious Slaves, control d by 

The "Prieſts, & People, and the greater Ag 
When theſe are touch'd, tis they the Scepter wield, - 
And Kings, thoſe petty Subſticures, muſt Veld. , 
Empire's a ſtinted Grant, a Taſte of Pow'r, - 

And we but rule to feel Reſtraint the more. 
Gods, do us right: Tis juſt we be withſtood, 


* Ill, but not „ Good. 4 | 


5 2 ACT 
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unt. 
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iy The Generous PoxTveU ST. 


The Curtain ſlowly riſes to mournful 
Mufick, and adiſtovers a Priſon, 
Quiſara 770 on the Floor, all in 
White, reading by the Light of a 
Lamp; her Women in Black; ſome 
ſtanding, others kneeling h her, 
and weeping : The Bell tolls ſome- 
time- before ſhe ſpeaks. 


Oui. LJ OW bleſt is Piety ! It chears my Soul, 
H Ev'n here, pt in Ln preparing for my Fate, 
Of all but you forſaken Do not wee 


You break my Peace of Mind--.-Nay, <6 I beg, 
I muſt not nom command, retire a while. [Ex. Nomen. 


5+: 
= 


Grief is infeQions,---Now I think on them, | 

On my Diſtreſs, and poor Armuſia, doom' 
For me to fall, 1 weep,---- [The gell tolls agai 
Hark ! the Bell tolls again! Our fatal Hour is come. 


Enter Armuſia in Chains. 


TY er Soul! How ſhall 1 ſtand this 
Sight, | 
The 2 — Trial they cou'd put me to. Ob! 
Qui. Ha! Whence that Groan? 
Arm, Oh Princeſs! 
Au. Oh Armuſia ! 
Arm. How ſhall I dare t approach that ſuff ring Virtue l 
And yet I muſt. Thus then, now let me craw 
And in this Agony breathe out a Soul, 
Rack d with unutterable Love and Woe. .. : 
Qui. Oh tis too much, thou beſt, thou only Loyer, 
dou Lover of, my Soul. I only gricye. for thee. 


1 The 1SLAN D PRINCESS; er, | 
Arm. And ſhall I not grieve for you, betray'd for me 


When ſuch a Trial comes. Let Pagan Fiends 
On Racks diſtend me, burn me, tear my Limbs, 


to Death? 


Not grieve to ſee you here? Ob! Hopes of Heav'n, 


Tis only you can buoy up ſinking Virtue, 


Til ſmile, fo you be ſafe, They cannot hurt me; 
But when they pain you, then my Heart they'll tear. 
Oh 1. at WV. Thought I ſhake,..I\ bleed, I rave, and 
5 I deſpair. We N * 
Qui. 177 0 my Fate; then calm thy Mind, 
Dear Man; I've only Tears to pay thy Worth, 
But we ſhall meet in Heay'n at better Nuptials, 
There no bad Men ſhall interrupt our Joys. 4 
Arm. Oh now you've rais'd my Soul from one Ex- 
treme to t'other. 


I dare xejoice ev'n hexe. 


Enter Officer. 


. Offi. Im bid to tell you, you muſt now attend 
IT appeaſe our Gods, or die. 'Tis the laſt Summons. 
Qui. We comm. | 4.1 
men : 
Qui. To triumph. 
Arm. Yes, my Bride. : 
Bur, ſure I firſt may claim a chaſte Endearment 
Due to a Bridegroom, and a dying Friend, 


Fes, bluſhing Saint, and thus I ſeize the Bleſſing---- | 


N {Kiſſes ber. 
My Soul is on the Wing to mix with thine 
Another Kiſs, and they'd for ever join. 
Oh! ſince below we taſte ſuch Sweets in Love, | 
How great, how vaſt muſt be our Joys above! fExeuns. 


8 CE N E, Tb Temple, | © 


TT 23 


Ester King, Bramin, and Governor. 5. 
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* Oh! yet dehy Hour pious Crucky,  --' Gove 
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. the Generous POR TUGUL SS. 
\Gov, It makes me weep to ur their bee 
But ev'n your Crown's at ſtake, 1 us deferr'd, 
King. They come. I dread the "th * N 
_ ry, to win em. 


Solemn Muſick] Euter 4 Proceſſ of aka. as to 
the Sacrifice. Armuſia an Quiſara 
wreath'd and bound. Guards ang 


Attendants. 
I force my ſelf to ſee you thus, t fave y you... 
2 Armuſs, fra, O Ob, once — beg. — 
* ſave * Lives. wat 
ame not theſe Toys,. When Hea Vs cor 
4. 5 for that, Sir, 1 


cou d forego. ev n ir, and yet LE wichou hour her 2 
"Bat. And 1 ſhou'd hate Kage cond * e 


- Bra. Oh Fr: worſhip our . # 
Gov. Oh = 1 7 
A No ax, FEY | | 4A 
© xi. Sh: bs ld 
Ne. X our Li : | * 3 


Kc - 5 = 5 
the Mi t n 
Bra. Make hb RE ready. 


Qui. Heay'n gives us Srengh to dread” em not. 
king. Yet ſta 


What ſhall 1 4 fave you, ſtubborn Pair? WRT 
Look on me, like the Criminal I beg, 4 
And Majeſty is fled from me to ũw. 
Why will you kill me? Or What's worſe d than Death; 
Afflict me thus? Oh you've no P to dre 
More painful than I ſuffer. O fobmic—- 
Arm. Save your miſtaken Pity for your ſelf, Sr. 
Bra. They muſt die inſtantly, they'll peryert oy 
You ſee all's ready, Sir, then pray retire, 
Or we muſt ſtrike before your Eyes. 
King. Tis hard, ye 2 Powers ! muſt I permit 
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2 grieve not, Sit! you wound my tender 


Farewel. And may 6ur Deaths inſtru you how to live. 
King. Amazing Love, and Fortitude, and Zeal ! 
4 at you-die ? "FOR 
Fs ſute, geſeryes a better Fac. | 4 wt 


Wald bv Enter Meſerger. | 


Meſ. Arm, Sir, ſeek for Defence. The FORBES 
Fite from their Fore Aud $hips' upon the Town 
| „lune ter off ut s e 
General R uidias ſene 3 us now Apathy 
Bell bear ir down; unleſs '4rmufie be; ſer 0 
Wink Fs , Hah ! Dares he dot? ua Joma Inmai ae 


us? 
En N I muſt reſent th Ihſut; . 


And, were I raſh; Fwon'd tevenge „  S>e we ks 
However bear em back to Priſon, Guards, 
And you demand a Par [Ex, alt except led 

Gov. Curſt Event! 100 my Rival ta ** 

I'd yet found means to ſave n 1 5 Aare 

| - | U 5 
s CEN b, The Town hog 
"Enter ſeveral Tunſmen, 4 


* 


1. Bleſs, os. ; whe Thundering 8 bens, what ber ſwicring 1 
2. And how the Guns take the fide of a Houſt/ here, 

the fide 8 I. and og thera! vp again 
Wit another Ward. + 
3. I had the Roof of | my: Houſe taken of 2 
Chain Shot, and in the twinkling of an the another 
app i in the place n 

. That's a Gun III ſwear. 
1 You think he lyes now; I ha ſcen a Stee Seiles 


off with 2 Chain Shot, and another put in the Place 


ont, with twenty Meu rin ing the Bells 
3. Piſh, what's that! I ſaw an old Man's Head ſet 
upon a young Man's Shoulders,»- - But, 


| | 99 
der BZut woe be to the Potters, I ſaw a Hand-Gienado in 


ve. 


ſet 
ut, 


The Generous PoRT ue 8. 


one of their Shops, juſt now, and the Pots, Paus, Pip- 
kins; and Glaſſes, ar Fiſticufts.with) it, at ſuch à rate, 
you'd ha' ſworn a whole Troop of Devils had been at 
Foot-Ballthere.,- , Ziel B98 1 5 

1. Fot my part, I'm afraid we ſhall find our ſelves 
knock d oth Head to morrow morning, as ſoon as we 
ate awake. ene WORSE 5 
Omnes. Like enough. 30h 21 4 

1. They've rid me of as gopd a Wife.as a Man wou'd 
deſire to part Withal. I met a Hand with a Letter in't 
juſt now in Poſt baſte, and by and by Whiz comes; 
the Leg after it, as if the Hand had forgot half its Er- 
rand, | | 5 9 

3. Ay, I aw the very Man that had loſt theſe Goods, 
come hopping upon hist'other Leg that was left, to raiſe 
a Hue and Cry after the Bullet that had robb'd him of 
half himſelf. 5 | MEASLES. 


2. Why d'ye think there's any Law for theſe Cannon | 


Bullers then ? 4.8. 2 

1. Law} No: Prithee run to a Gtenado when it 
comes piping hot out of a Mortar- piece, and tell't you'll 
take the Law of him -I do but think what Lanes a 
Chain-ſhot wou'd make in the Law, and how like an 
Aſs a Judge wou'd fit upon the Bench with his Head 
ſhrek. 751 12 795: 244 eg 

3. I muſt confeſs, to have one's Head ſhot off, wou'd 

any Man out of Countenanſe. 


1. A Friend of mine loſt his Head juſt now, a very 
honeſt Fellow, a Taylor; and twas no ſoonet off, but 
a Lawyer's Head, that no body own'd, dropt out of the 
Clouds, and ſettled upon honeſt: Stich's Shoulders: the 


—_ ruin'd by't---for he never ſpoke a true Word 


2. What ſhall we do? 17's 

1. Let's to the King in a Body, all and one, and de- 
fire him to compound with the Foe for ſuch Limbs as 
we want moſt in our Cqllings.---Let me ee, thou art 
a Fencer, thou ſhalr give thy Legs to ſecure thy ons. 
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| Thou art 4 Dancer, chou ſhalt give thy Head to ſecure E. 
thy Heels. ate. rl 
| 3: Thou art «'Cackold; thou, ſhale give thy Horns | D 
to Gan thy Head, © | 
2. Let's about inſtantly, and go to the Kin 
1. Ay, ſo he is not where the Bullets fly. If he be, 
I muſt defire his Majeſty to come to me. 
omnes. r* agreed. 
A Gun is ſhot off, the fir Townſman a g. 
3. amd; the Fi $f Pf of F 
"2, Oh I am lain, let me be carried off quickly, before 
I come to my felt, for I cannot endure to be ſhot to 
Death, as I am a living Man. {Carried off. Bæeunt. 


8 c EN E, A Field « or broad Place near the Fort, In 


Enter on one fide, King, Governor, Guards, &c. Ruidias 
. and the Portugueſe. , To 


King. How dare y 8 . ibe us Laws, 
e the 


Proud Portugueſe, and thus abu Liberty ( 
My Predeceſlors gave you to fix here ? j 
Rui. Thrice in my Prince's Name I ſent to claim 

: | Armuſia, 4 
And thrice you by, your Prieſts ſent word you ſcorn'd ( 
the Sunimons. - £ 

Gov. That was my work. f Ade. En! 
King. Ha! Did they dare do this? Abuſe my Name? a 


Gov. Nay, then I muſt be quick. Deſpair Ai me. 
[Aa. Ex. Gov. K 
Roh. Once mote I claim him as my Prince's SubjeR. 
King. Our Prieſts too claim him from our injur'd Gods, 


He's doom'd by them to die, nay, cv'n bis Bride my : 
Si 
Rui. Curs d are che Mouths that doom'd * em grep a 0 
ſave em. 1 
in bearken 10 Terms el hey rau e ay © 7 
En 
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En you ſhou'd pray me to do you that Juſtice ; 


IU 


pay the Debt of Honour, which 1 owe him; 


Do you the like, Sir, nor be ſtill deluded. 


Meſ. The People, Sir, beg they may be ſpat'd. 
Cy , Ri. Then leave me, Sir, to take em from their 
00s. . 
| King. I can no longer what I wiſh oppoſe. ¶ Exit. 
ad The SCENE draus and diſcovers the Priſon. The 
ah . ; CE ng ans by the Hair, with 4 
to 7 
* Qui. Help, Help! 
Gov. Be dumb, or this ſhall make you ſo--be kind; 
. I'm not the old Drone you think. h | 
Qui. O why d' you drag me thus? hold. 
ias Gov. I come not here to talk. I ev'n want Time 
To ſeek out my curſt Rival, and, with this 
Enter Armuſia in Chains. 
Arm. Ha! Villain! 
_ Gov. Art thou here? 
Qui. Oh fave your ſelf and me, run call for Help. 
* Gov. Hold; if thou ſtirr'ſt, 1 ſtrike. | 
Arm. Oh Miſery ! Oh Horror! 
nd Gov. 1 PII eaſe thee. 
| Qui. Help ; Murder, help! het 
Enter Ruidias and all the Portugueſe. The King with 
bee. | Guards | 
3 | . | 
3 Rui. Ha! Monſter! ſeize him---how ! The treache- 
. rous Governor! [Ruidias ſeizes the Governor by bis 
ject. falſe Beard and Hair, which 
. comes off, and diſcovers bim. 
* King. What do I ſee! my cruel Enemy! 
J Rui. Art thou a Prophet ? 
ickly Gov. Curſt Fortune} 


22 But, Oh the Prieſts, the People! 
e 


Qui. Bleſt Deliverance! 


Arm. Surprizing Change! [They unbind Armuſia. 
King. How have I bees abus'd! ye generous Souls, 


Era You've half perſuaded me t embrace your Faith. 


You're free, Be bappy 1 Haſte to the Palace, 8 
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Guar 
Let the Crowd ſee their Proper. 
Gov. Confuſion! Thirſt of Revenge, and frantick 
Love undo me. [Ex. King, Gov. Guards, and the 
| Portuguele, all but Rui. and Arm. 
Arm. How ſhall I thank yon, Sir? | 
Rui. I've ſcarce yet paid my Debt, Sir. 
Tbank your on Virtue, and my Death to Hopes: 


Deſpair has murder'd Loye. I ſtill withſtood your Rigbt, ; 


While Honour gave me Leave. No more; let's to the 

- Kang. [Exit Ruidias. 
Arm. O Princeſs, ſtill 1 doubt I dream, 

I dare not yet truſt Fortune. 

Still as 1 reach my Hand, ſhe draws back her's, 

And ſnatches from me her deriding Favours. 


Qi. Oh truſt my Heart, brave Man, that tells me 


now we te bleſt. 
Arm. It muſt be ſo, twere now a Sin to doubt it. 
Yes, Pleaſure comes too ſtrong not to be real. 
I want a Name to call this Bleſſing by. 
Ob Fortune, like her Sex, is wiſely coy, 
And deals us Sorrow but to raiſe out Joy. 


be SCENE changes to a Palace. 


Enter l Rui. Pin. Portugueſe Guards, &c. 
King. 


[Exeunt. 


the People plealed; 

T've, puniſh'd. my worſt Foe, and ſav d the beſt of Friends. 

Let Muſick now reſound. Begin the Sports 

To entertain our Court, while. Land they, 

Too full of our new Joys to relith others, 

Look back with pleaſing Horror on paſt Dangers. 

Enter Armuſia and Quiſata. > 

Arm. Oh Sir! accept my ſilent Gratitude, Wo,” 

Words were not made to ſpeak a Joy like mine; _ - 

J cannot ſpeak my Thanks. 3238 
King. Riſe, you're excus d from Words . 

Yon muſt have Time to calm the ſtormy Bliſs; / © -- 

Then leave a while this bright Aſſembly bere, 


Let Sports and Mirth revive,/ Feaſts, Revelk, Maſques. 
8 take that Fiend, and ere we puniſh bim, er I! 


me all, and ſhare my Joys, Peace reigns, 


To 


nt. 


Rc. 
ns, 


ids. 


To 
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To Mirth” and ſoft Delights. 7 g 


We'll eaſe with Talk our Pangs of Joy within. 
Now ſpite of ſubtle Foes, all Danger's paſt, 
And Heay'n on Virtue ſhow'rs Rewards at laſt. Exeunt. 


4 A. n r 


* —— — 


The Four Seaſons, or Love in every Age. A 
- Muſical Interlude. Set to Muſick by Mr. Je- 
remy Clarke. * 


This Entertainment is per ſorm dat the End oſibe laſt Ad, 
but was defign'd for another Seaſon, and another Occa- 
fron : And what is mark'd thus (©) is omitted. 


1 E Overture is a Symphony, hfty, get gay: At 
the latter Part, it changes to a flat Adagio; 0 
which mournful Movement, 


Mr. Leveridge. The Genius of a Stage appears in # 
melancholic Poſture, with Attendants. - 
Genius. Mourn, drooping Seat of Pleaſures, mourn. 
„% Mourn what all others bleſs, the Summer's warm 
te Return. 1 
« Chorus. Mourn, drooping Seat of Pleaſures, mourn. 
„ Thy darling Gueſts, thy fair, thy beſt Supports, 
For rival Fields forſake our lovely Sports : 
We grieve alone, while Birds and Shepherds ſing 
„ Alas, we bear a Winter in the Spring. | 
Chorus. Mourn, drooping Seat of Pleaſures, mourn. 


Mr. Freeman. While @ gay March is per ſorm d, 
Apollo appears. 
{pollo. Rouſe, touſe ye tuneful Sons of Art! 
The Soul of Numbers and of Days, 
Infuſing Life in ev'ry Part, 
Appears your fainting rigs to raile, 
Advance in Crouds, fotc Pleaſures, ſprightly Joys, 
Tune ev'ry Lyte, raile ev'ry Voice. 
Advance, ſoft Pleaſures, ſprightly Joys. 
| F 2 « While 


r HT TREE 
_ . 
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[*My, Henry Purcel. 
* While your * Amphion plaid and ſung, 
** Your Thebes in decent Order ſptung. 
Let Harmony be thus employ'd, 
% Jo raiſe what Diſcord bas deſtroy'd ; 


And Muſick, that ev'n Trees cau move, 


<< Shall draw the Fair from every Grove. 


Revive wo Pleaſure, and die ev'ry Care! 
Ye Apes of Life, and ye Seaſons appear ! 

Show now, that as love in all Ages can warm, 
$0 Harmony here in all Seaſons can charm. 

| The Chorus repeat from 
Revive ev'ty Pleaſure, and dic cy'ry Care! &c. 


While the Chorus repeat that Verſe, the Scene Changes, 
and diſcovers the four Seaſons, on four ſeveral Stages. 
The Genius and ſome of his Attendants withdraw. 


 * 


Enter a Girl of Thirteen or Fourteen Years old. 
SLES „ Campion. 
Girl.” | Muſt I a Girl for ever be? 
Will ncer my Mother marry me? 
They tell me I'm pretty, | 
They cell me I'm witty: 
But when 1 would marry, 
She cries, I muſt tarry. 
Muſt I a Girl for ever be? 
Will ne'er my Mother marry me? 


mer a Vouth.” Mr. Magnes's Boy. 
Youth, Ob! Miſs, the Spring is come again, 
b II *The pretty Birds fing, bill, and cooe. 
All dance in Couples on the Green: _ 
'Tis Time we eu d be * too. 
My Dear, let's marry; then will 
As Man and Wife together lie. 
Girl. Peace, naughty Thing! 1 heard one ſay, 
5 That Marriage is no Children's Play. 
Tbink you to have me for a Song ? 
; Beſides, they tell me I'm too young. 


you and 


Jo 


3 
E 
5 


C 
5. 
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Boy. No, now to wed betimes is common: 
 Whene'er you marry, you're a Woman. 
Come, I muſt have you; quickly too. | Kiſſes Bey. 

Girl. Ey, why d'yon make ſo much ado? 

Fyy, I'm aſham' d! Fy, what do you do + 
Both repeat their laſt Line together. 

Girl. Be quiet, or I'll call my Mother. 

Boy. Nay, prithee, let me take another. 

Both repeat their laſt Line togetber. 


Boy. Another Kiſs, and then 
Eirl. What then? 8 | 


Boy. Another and another, 
Come, never fear, you'll quickly know, 
Tho' I am little, ſoon III grow. 
Girl, Oh, no, no, no. Oh, no, no, no. 
Bay. Oh let us go. You'll find it fo. 
They repeat their laft Line together for a Chorus. 


The Dance of Spring here. 


Later tuo young Laſſes with Baskets of Flowers and 
Noſegays, in their Hands, They dance. 


Enter to them two young Sparks; the Laſſes dancing, 
offer to em Noſegays, curteſying and ſmiling. The 
Sparks make Love ty em. | 


? 


Euter a Country Laſs with a Rake, as at Hay-making.. 
Mrs. Lindley, 


| I. | 
% Oh why thus alone muſt 1 paſs the long Day 
« Were a Gentleman by, 'twere ſweet to make Hay, 7 
“ And on the Graſs coupled and 2 it away. 
Ill eben go ſell all, ev'n my Rake and my Pail, _ 
* To buy me a high Topping; and bugeous long Taill. 
* Yeur pouder'd wild Bores will then come ta woo, þ 
Il learn how to flaunt it, and quickly come to, 7 
And ſerye a Town -Husband, as other Wiyes do. 

E 3 Ti. 
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« I hate a dull Clown who knows hardly what's what, 
«© Who ſntugging and grinning ſtands twitling his Hat, 
Nor dares tell a Body what he wou'd. be at. "Tm. 
With Smoke and worſe Liquor he ſors and he feaſts, 
< And inſtead of his Miſtreſs he fondles his Beaſts. 
With his Hands in his Pockets be whiſtling goes by, } 
- ® Or by me on a Hay-cock he ſnoring does lie 
4 When. the Booby much, better himſelf might employ. ) 


Enter a Town Spark. Mr. Leveridge. 


Gent. 'Tis ſultry Weather, pretty Maid, 
Come, let's retire to yonder ſhade, Kee: 
| [She ſtands baſhfully biding ber Face. 

Pray, why ſo ſhy ? Why thus do you ſtand 2 

Sure tis no Crime to touch your Hand. 

Oh let me take a civil Kiſs. | 

| q (She curteſies when be kiſſes ber. 

What harm is there in doing this? 7 

Fy, why d'ye cover thus your Breaſt ? + 

One Favour more, and — 2 05 Net Nel 

| Sbe baſh fully puts. him off. 
Laſs. Oh pray, Sir. un 4 

Nay, nay, Sir. : 

Oh fy, Sir. 

Oh why, Sir. 

Why do you 1 

Now pull me thus to you ? CH Ras 
(Afsde.) Oh what ſhall I ſay ! 

When a Genileman's Suiter, tis bard to ſay nay---- 

Tm een out of Breath; Oh, dear! what-d'ye do : 

Good La! Is it thus you Gentlefolks woo! 

Good Sir, do not hold me. 
Gent. Good Laſs, do not fly. | 
Laſs. What good can I do ou? 
Gens. Come yondet, we'll rx. 


Loſe. No, no; 1 cant find in mi Heatt to comp); 


- 
- 


Ent: 


. 


ad tf 


ace» 
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nnn emen ee IL | 
Enter an African Lady, with Slaves, who dance with | 
''» Timbrels.- A Negro Lord makes Love to ber- | 


Enter a luſty rapping middle-ag'd Widow all in Mau ru- 
© ing. She weeps and blubbers. Mr. Pate. 


Oh my poor Husband ! for ever he's gone! 
Alas ! I'm undone, 
I ſigh, and. I moan. 
Muſt I theſe cold Nights lie alone! 
Alas! I'm undone------- 
I did what I liſt: 
We kiſt, and we kiſt: ©] 
But his Health ſoon he miſt, X | F 
And thro' Buſineſs and Care he ceas'd to be gay; 
And at laſt, poor Soul! he dwindled away. „ 
We wrangled, 8 
And jangled, 790 
When in an fl Mood, 


Tet often, like Pigeons, we billd and we cod. 


'Tis done. 
Oh! he's gone: 
Alack, and alack, | 
T muſt now for ever do Penance in Black. 


Enter à drunken Officer, reeling, be hickbups, 

1 fk Mr. Leveridge. * 

Off. Why, Widow, why Widow ! what makes thee 
l 0 fad? 3 
Art thou mad? b 
If one Husband is gone, there are more to be had. 
Come; I'll be thy Honey.---Lcave. keeping a Potber, 
One Man like one Nail ſerves to drive out another. 

Wi. How! Talk ſo to me! What, thinkyouVd-wed 2 
Tis ſcarce a Month yet ſince my poor Honey's dead: 

Offi. A Month l. "Tis an Age. "You're mad to delay. 
Moſt Widows now chuſe c'er the Funeral Day. | 

Wi, Not I: I'll ne er dot. FV what wou'd People 


* 


— 
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_ Offi. They'll ſay, you're a Woman. ve away 
with this Fant | © 
Ye? hr orgg wn a Shape 1----here's 2 Glace, hergs 
Leg, here's a Man; 
TH his a; ry Twins, till hundred and ten. 
. You lye,---go, you'll talk at another rate eben. 
[She ound him in a ſmiling way. 


Of. Then try me. 
Vi. Leave fooling, 
*. I'll do't by this Kiſs! 
By this, this, and this! 
Tu be hang'd if I mils. 
Wi. Oh ſhould I do this! 
O5. 'Twill cafc you of Pain. 
N. Go, you're a ſad Man! 
Of. FN kill thee with . 
Hi. Ay, do if you can. 


A French Country-woman with Grapes and other Fruits 
comes in, in Wooden Shoes ; a French n. 
makes Love to ber in a Dance 


Mr. Cy ofsfield, Miſs Champion. 
Mr. Lindſey, The Boy. 

While four or five Bars are perform'd by a thoron 
Baſs, Enter an old Gentleman, in an old. ſaſbion d- 
Dreſs, following a youug Laſs, or Girl, andpuſh- 
ing 4 Youth from ber. An Old Woman, in an 
Ola. ſaſhion d Dreſs, comes and thruſts him anvay 
from the young Couple. The \ ld Woman ſings 
like one without Teeth. | 


Ole. Wom. Hold good Mr. Fumble, y! Whatdo you 
mean, 
To court my Grand-Daughter 2 She's ſcarce yet Fifteen, 
And. you Houſwife, why {tay you? 80 get you to School, 
Tour Baby go dandle, 
III handle 


This doating old Tool. 


O14 Mas Hold, hold! ! 
Do not ſcold, | With 


T! 


Ci 
Le 
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With my Grandſon go cove. [He how to the Youth. 
You love him I know, a | 


Together go cooe! 5 
Good Lad, prithee do; 


„ Tho' he's ſomewhar baſhful, den 1 Ga come to. 
I'm not yer fo old, 


I long to be at her, to have and to hold. ; 
I'll wed thee, [To the Girl 
Vit bed thee, | 
III rouſe thee, 
I'll touze thee, 
In give thee what's better and ſxcetet chan Gold, 
Girl. No, no, you're too old. "Ct 
O14 Man. Dear Girl, why ſo ſhy? 
Girl. Old Man, why ſo bold? 
Old Wom. Good Lad, bow d' Fe: | 
Boy. Ne'er the better f for you. 


Dla Won, Hold, Boy! Lam brisk el "= ? 

And gay . an frigk 2 ˖ 1 8 3 
A VE» Yer THIEE cetn, a 

rr 1 ſo 

Ol Man. MET. Whar makes 

you ſo bold? [To the Boy. 

Old Wom. Why has do you ſhun him 3 What makes 

you ſo bold 4 II be Sir.. 


Boy and Girl. Indeed you 're too old. 
Old Man. I find tis in vain, {To the old Woman. 
Come no longer let's ſtrain, 
Let 2 Youug take the Yolwp,: let the Old take the 
---We'll hug our ſelves warm, now the Weather is cold. 
[The old Man goes and takes the old Woman by the 
Hand, and ſhe him, hugging one another. 
All the four repeat the laſt two Lines as a Chorus. 
Enter a Dutch-woman' with a Stove warming ber ſelf, 
ber Cloaths lin'd with Furs. An old Miſer makes 
Love to ber in a Dance. 
Enter Cupid, who ſings. 
Come all, come all- [Enter the Ages and Seaſons, 
&« Let ſoft Deſires your Heart engage, 
* ITis ſweet to love in every Age. « Ev'ry 


% 
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we Er'ry Seaſon, 'ev'ry Creature, 


e Yields to Love, and courts his ys. 


«© None are Truer, none are Sweeter, 


*« When Diſcretion guides the Choice. 
"Cupid with the Four Ages, and the Four Seaſons min- 


gle in a Dance, while the following Grand Chor: 


8 ans... 


_— 
277 


ot 7 


Grand Chorus of all the Voices and Inſtruments. 
Hail, Soul of Defice ! 
Hail, Guide of the Year 
All Ages you fire. .. 
All Seaſons you cheer. 
Thas ever. nn 
And reign er . * 
% Love blooms in our Spring, | 
tc In our Summer it grows. 
« In our Astemn tis ripe, 
In our Winter it glows. | | 
lde four Parts of Muſick anſwerablr to the 
four Ages of Li ſe and Seaſons of the Yeay, 
Fug each the Line that's ſuitable to tbem. 
_ .. ._ Then all together. © 


Hail, God of Deſir ee 385 
Hail, God of the Year! 
All Ages you hire, 
All Seaſons yon cheer, 
Thus ever conlpire, , | 
And reign ev ry where. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Enter Mr. Penkethman, thruft for- 


1 


OL D, pray don't thruft me on old! I'm aſham d. 
Well, if I ſpeak, the Op ra will be damn d. 

Don thmk by me to get an Ad of Grace, * 

nd gain the Ladies with my charming Face! 


No, I'm too modeſt, and dread coming on, 


1 & poor Poet dreads a Hiſ or Dun. 
doubt, no Epilogue will pleaſe the Town, 


Looſe Feſis and Smut are damnably cry'd down. 


ad ſoe Haines ſung one, h hat a way fo winning, 
might paſs, perhaps, hike fine Italian Smgmg. 


20 People, pray, our Op'ra do not maul! 
Vith rueful Phix 1 beg it of you all. 
dear Friends above, for me do your Endeavour, 
tand by me ſtill: Now, now's the Time, or never. 4 
ure I at leaſt the gentle Masks ſhall pleaſe, 
y can't deny a Man upon his Knees, | 
v pleaſe the Beaux, I'll fliudy new Grimaces, } 


Then my bel way 1s humbly thus to fall, [ Kneels, ? 


or they're bely'd, or they love ugly Faces; 
eir own, I mean, in their dear Looking-glaſſes. 
0 pleaſe you, Criticks, who ſit here uneaſy, _ 
l udy--Nothing--for nothing e er cou d pleaſe ye. 
Mrs. Rogers advances. 
Myr, Rog. Hold, Sir, methinks you better Wards might 


uſe. 
'e ſhould beg Favour, and Deſects excuſe, 


Pray 


— 
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* EPILOGUE. 


Fray let me try that leſs preſuming Way, 


And humbly be Indulgence for the Play.” 


Mr. Fax. With al my Heart, and þ. ruf ano 
| o 


Mrs. Rog. In lun. , Plays theres an "ungravful l 


Curſe; 
Some — 2 ſay t they're alter'd for the worſe, 
If ours be fo, ſure tis 4 Plot on us; 


For he that did it write: for t other Houſe : 


Perhaps be does ſo now two ſeveral Way: ! 


Thoſe write for them who bring us 9 Plays 


If with bis Stuff be meant our Houſe 10 break, 

To diſappoins Him, kind Siri, let it take. oF 

Les this Play live, then we fland bravely fix d, 

But let none come his third Day, nor the ſixth. 

2 you, bright Beauties, all our Foys we owe, 

You're the kind Stars from whence our Bleſſing: flow, 

Cheer d by your Beams we boaſt a ſecond Life, 

And Plenſure's doubled by a gen rous Strife, © 

To prop ws now, new Favours on ul ſhow'r, 


: efnd Aill be great in Mercy, as in Pow' . 


* 
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